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TY THE 


LADY 


MADAM, 


FOUR Ladyſhip's character is {o well known, that the Public 


would blame me, if I preſented not theſe Papers to You, who 
can fo readily put them into the hands of thoſe who want them moſt. 


You will, probably, aſk, why The CExnTAUR is prefixed as a 
title to them. The Aden of Pleaſure, the licentious, and profligate, 
are the ſubject of theſe Letters; and in ſuch, as in the fabled Centaur, 
the Brute runs away with the Man: therefore I call them Centaurs. 
And farther, I call them Centaurs ret fabuious, becauſe by their 
ſcarce half- human conduct, and character, that enigmatical, and, 
purely ideal figure of the Antients, is not unriddled only, but realixed. 


Your Ladyſhip's curioſity is great; and you, poſſibly, are willing 
to know what account antiquity gives of the family, or rather breed, 
of the Centaurs, It is as follows. 


OF the Centaurs the moſt celebrated was CMI RON. He was a great 
botaniſt; and our bitter herb Centory takes it's name from him. 
He thought all herbs bitter, becauſe, being very amorous, he could 
not find any amongſt them, that could abate the fever in his blood : 
and he left a complaint in the Greek language to that purpoſe ; which 
Ovid, fick of the ſame diſeaſe, has tranſlated and tranſmitted to 
poſterity in his works. 
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Bur he was not only a botaniſt, but a great maſter of muſic; he 
compoſed an exquiſite piece of harmony for young Achilles his pupil, 
which charmed Deidamia to his embraces ; by whom he had Pyrrhus, 
in the court of her father Nicomedes, a little before he dropped his 
petticoats, and put on his boots for the Trojan war. But what will 
endear to your Ladyſhip CHIROx's memory beyond any the moſt 
renowned in ſtory, is, that he was not only the venerable father of 
OrkERAs, but alſo the fon of a MASdUERAPDE; the very firſt of 
thoſe numerous ſons, with which that prolific entertainment has ſince 


multiplied mankind. 


Ir happened thus: SATURN, falſe to his good wife Ops, had an 
intrigue with PHILLYRA. Sceing, one day, his injured ſpouſe coming 
to diſturb their intimacy, ſor eſcape, he turned himſelf into an HorsE; 
which occaſioned the noble equeſtrian figure of Chiron, his ſon, 


Tris, Madam, was the very firſt of MAsourRA DES. You ſee the 
virtuous occaſion, and the laudable fruits of it. Jupiter's maſquera- 
ding in the form of a BULL was long after. Europe takes it's name 
from EuRoPaA, whom he ran away with in that ſhape, And your 
friend Clodius ſays, that, probably, we celebrate HoxN ED MasqQue- 
RADES in memory of it. This is the recorded origin of that noc- 
turnal aſſembly; and, indeed, it is evident to common ſenſe, that 
the Maſquerade had never exiſted, but for it's then accidental, and 


face eſtabliſhed, ſubſerviency to Love. 


Tuksx, you will ſay, are wild fables; but they are not without 


their morals, This fable of Saturn, and Ops, means, that jealous - 


CoNSCIENCE, the Soul's lawful wife, will ever diſturb licentious plea- 
ſure; and that there is no means of eſcaping the perſecution, but by 
becoming quite brutal in it. This, and the following explanations 
of the myſtical part of antiquity, have been overlooked by former 


commentators, though Bacon was among them, 


T Hers is a ſecond moral in the preſent fable. CRI Rox, Madam, 
was a Man, as much, I mean, as the gayer part of your acquaint- 
ance. Why then is he repreſented as a Centaur? For two reaſons. 
He was, as I have ſaid before, the ſon of Saturn, and a very lewd old 
fellow. Repreſenting him as a Centaur, Ggnifies, that beings of 

origin 
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origin truly celeſtial, may debaſe their nature, forfeit their character, 
and ſink themſelves, by licentiouſneſs, into perfect beaſts. 


SECONDLY, it ſignifies, that the reſt of the ſpecies, the ſober part 
of mankind, prejudiced by their abandoned manners, may naturally 
imagine, that they hear them neighing after their wives and daughters; 
galloping with more than human haſte after temptations; and, there- 
fore, rather inſolently prancing on four legs, than decently content 
with two. This, probably, is the meaning: Firſt, becauſe Prejudice 
greatly hurts our diſcernment, and transforms objects exceedingly, 
Secondly, becauſe all allow that a Centaur is a mere creature of the 


Imagination. 


Bur though Chiron was the moſt celebrated, yet was he not the 
moſt antient, of our mythological cavalry. Ixion was a primitive 
man of pleaſure; a gallant of Juno, and much in favour. Jupiter, leſs 
in his intereſt, interpoſed a cloud in her ſtead, which not long after 
was brought to bed of the firſt Centaurs. From that hour Juno 
commenced a ſcold; and in that character Virgil makes her ſwear, 
that if ſhe can't find friends in heaven, ſhe will ranfack hell for them, 


-_- 


THe amour of Ix10Nn imports, the great Height of our expectation, 
and as great depth of our diſappointment, in illicit love. And Jupr- 
TER's interpoſing the cloud, intimates, that Heaven decrees this diſ- 
appointment; and that therefore it is madneſs to flatter ourſelves 
with hopes of the contrary, The fable would farther teach us, that 
our imagination, fired by paſſion, impoſes not only on our under- 
ſtandings, but our very ſenſes, which take Clouds for Goddeſles 5 
and adore Darkneſs, as divine, | 


You ſee, Madam, that gallantry is hereditary in this illuſtrious 
Houſe, I ſhould ſay STABLE : that therefore continence may be con- 
ſtrued as an argument of baſtardy. Who then can blame your gay 
friends for being loth to be baſtardized and diſinherited; to loſe ho- 
nour, patrimony, and miſtreſs, together? 


Trey keep clear of this imputation: but there is one particular, 
that ſpeaks not ſo much in their favour; but rather calls their legiti- 
- Macy in queſtion, How comes it to paſs, that the poſterity of cloud- 
B 2 begotten 
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begotten fires ſhould be fo cloudleſs a — Hh that not one ſpot 
of ſtupidity can be found about them ? 


Bur though ſpetleſs in this point, they are not ſo in another; 
which may ſet all right again. DEIANIRA, as a charm to regain the 
love of her huſband HERcULEs, who was gone aſtray after OurhALx, 
Queen of Lydia, ſent him a ſhirt dipped in the blood of the Centaur 
Nxssus. But inſtead of anſwering her end, it gave him a diſtemper 
ſo virulent, as proved mortal. To balance the diſadvantage above, 
ſome ſay, this diſtemper, at certain ſeaſons, ſtill runs in his race. 
Others rob our modern Centaurs of that credit; imputing their diſ- 
order to another cauſe. And, indeed, the preſent ſtory tells us, that 
Ladies may convey ſomewhat elſe, when they mean only to make a 
preſent of their love. 


Bur worſe than diſtemper is to be feared. You know, Madam, 
Ixion's remarkable puniſhment; but, probably, not the full import of 
it. Jupiter, for the father's ſake, deteſting his whole poſterity, de- 
ſigned Ixion's wheel, not only as an emblem of their endleſs rotation 
in unaltered circles of preſent pleaſures z but alſo, as a prophecy of 
their future pains; and an exact repreſentation of that rack, which, 
Prudes ſay, they deſerve for their family-feats, 


AnD now, Madam, all things conſidered, have I named them 
wrong? L have named them as moſt men of antient renown were, 
from their perſonal qualities, and exploits. If you ſtill think me to 
blame, I flatter myſelf you will change ue mind, when you have 
read the Letters following. 


Tunis addreſs to your Ladyſhip, will my ſober readers ſay, is itſelf 
2 Centaur, of the Pegaſcan kind, in which the untamed Imagination 
has too much run away with the Judgment, and carried it to enor- 
mous heights. If your Ladyſhip will venture, however, to be my 
fellow-traveller, I promiſe to carry you ſafely to an eminence in 
Fairy-land, from whence you ſhall ſurvey the moſt ſurpriſing and 
amuſing ſcene. To comply with your taſte, it ſhail even be a lu- 
dicrous one. Your favourite Centaurs ſhall be permitted to intrude 
gven into the moſt ſolemn groves of ſacred meditation. Their 
groteſque figures ſhall continually meet your eye, where 8 
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leaſt expect, and where the ſevere Critic and the Prude (all but Cen- 
taureſſes are prudes with you) will be moſt ſcandalized to find them. 


As a pledge of this promiſe, accept of my Frontiſpiece. It offers 
a ſketch which your Ladyſhip may employ a better hand to perfect. 


Tk ſtatues of the renowned are ſet up in publick, to kindle ho- 
neſt emulation. In moſt antient ſchools of wiſdom were the buſts, 
or portraits, of the wiſe, What, Madam, if for your modern Aca- 
demy, Hogarth ſhould draw a Centaur, not, as uſual, with his bow 
and arrow, but (what will hit your mark as well) with Harlequin's 
ſabre by his ſide in a party-coloured jacket of pictured cards, a band 
of muſick before, a Scaramouch-Demon behind him; a Weather- 
cock on his head, a Rattle in his hand, the Decalogue under his feet; 
and, for the benefit of your ſcholars, a label out of his mouth, in- 
ſcribed, as was the Temple of Apollo, with gad calls, in let- 
ters of gold [In Mx, Know Thyſelf;] They, your ſcholars, will take 
it in the true philofophic ſenic, and wonder how it came into the 
mouth of ſo ridiculous, and, to them, ſo foreign, a monſter. 


As your Ladyſhip's aſſembly, of all our Hyppodromes, is the 
moſt renowned, 1 hope you will favourably accept the wholeſome 
provender I ſend you. It is of an anti-circean nature; and may, 


poſſibly, turn your Monſters into Men, 


Bur I detain you: it is SUnDAY NIGHT; and I hear a whole 
ſtring of your high-bred, unbridled, Colts coming in full career; with 
a blaze in their foreheads, to outbrazen my rebukes; and a ſpring in 


their heels, to bound high at your balls. 
Quadrupedante putrem ſunitu guatit ungula camp iim. 


THrrs, Madam, you underſtand better than they. But you begin 
to frown,.as you always do at praiſe, Fear not; not one word of 
compliment ſhall you have from me during our whole journey, J 
ſha!l carry you at firſt a heavy trot through rough unbeaten ways, 
entertaining you unpolitely, with diſcourſe quite foreign to your way 
of thinking; ſuch as paſſed in correſpondence between me and a friend 
that would equally deſpiſe and be deſpiſed among ſuch as you think 
yours. In the progreſs of our travels, (which I muſt honeſtly tell 

you 


!:EE:; l 


you, will only touch upon, not terminate in, Fairy-land) I ſhall 
carry you into an unknown country, where every thing is real, 


bright, and tranſporting. If there, compelled by the force of ſove- 
reign truth, I ſhould not only aflert, but convincingly prove, that 
you are of rank more than imperial, and preſent you with an unflat- 
tering glaſs, in which, notwithſtanding, your own form ſhall appear 
with all the charms of an angel But ſome breathing time is ne- 
ceſlary to prepare for ſuch an arduous expedition. Therefore, I diſ- 
mount for the preſent, and ſay no more. 
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AKE no apology for your re- 

queſt, the World is your apology. 
The occaſion calls louder on me, than 
my friend can poflibly do; and robs me 
of the credit of having my compliance 
owing intirely to your defive., Alarmed 
at our reigning paſſion for PLEASURE, 
vou preſs me to write on that ſubject, 
Who can forbear ? ſince if the preſent 
canine appetite for it ſhould increaſe, 
where is that Bedlam which can receive 
f whole nation into proper methotls of 

ure ? 

Your enjoining me one taſk has en- 
gaged mein two. Prevails not INFIDE- 
LITY as much as Pleaſure? And for- 
ever they muſt prevail, or decreaſe, toge- 
ther. Infidelity is the parent of the Love 
of Pleaſure in ſome ; Eve doubted, and 
then cat; it is the conſequence of it in 
others; moſt of Eve's daughters firſt 
taſte, and then diſbelieve. Pleaſure, and 
Infidelity, reciprocally generate each 
other; and that, A For faith 
is intirely the reſult of reaſon, and reaſon 
is impotent in proportion to the preva- 
lence of ſenſe; therefore ſenſual e 
begets infidelity. On the reverſe, he 
that diſbelieves a futurity, muſt be fond 
of the preſent, and eagerly ſwallow it's 
unrivalled delights ; and therefore, Infi- 
delity lets looſe the rein to Pleaſure, and 
gives it an ample range: he then, who 
would reduce one, muſt ſtrike at both. 
Eye, and the Serpent, fell together ; 
Pleaſure, like the fr, plucks the for- 


bidden fruit ; and Infidelity ſays, with 


the latter Thou ſhalt not ſurely die. 


R 


Theſe two, now national diſtempers, 
fairly divide us between them. One 
ſeizes the body; one the mind: and 
where theſe two fiery darts have taken 
* the Deſtroyer may ſpare a third; 
us work is done. What then mult be 
mine? The talk is hard to extract them; 
for they ſeem, at preſent, to be not only 

oiſoned, but barbed, arrows, in the 
Brick heart. 

However I ſhall attempt, firſt, to make 
the Izfidel, and then the Yoluptuary, ſen- 
ſible of his error. I ſhall recommend 
belief, and virtue, in the room of coubt, 
and diſſoluteneſs; and by (I hope) pro- 
perly adapted deu tion, aſſiſt their repent - 
ance; thatneceſlary ſtep of tranſition from 
one of theſe ſtates, to the other. And 
con ſidering into whoſe hands theſe Letters 
will frft come (for I deſign them for the 
preſs) with regard to yourlelf, I ſhall give 

ou your friend Euſebius's character at 
. And with regard to your fitter, I 
ſhall invite her, and her gay favourites, 
to a funeral, inſtead of a ball; and, 
then, I ſhall enter on ſubjects not un- 
important, nor foreign to theſe. 

As the mind is our ſuperior part, 
I ſhall firſt ſpeak of INV FIDELITY, and 
then of PLEASURE. And it ſhall be 
my endeavour ſo to ſpeak of both, as to 
render it the province of Mit, rather than 
Wiſdom, to reply. What may ſilence 
wiſdom, will but provoke wit, whoſe, 
ambition it is to ſay moſt where leaſt 1s 
to be faid. You may as well attempt to 
filence an echo by ſtrength of voice, as 
a wit by the force of reaſon. They both 
are but the louder for it; they both N. 
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I ON INFIDELITY. 


have the laſt word, "Row oft&n hear we 
men with great ingenuity ſupporting 
folly ? that is, by wit deſtroymg wildom ; 
as the ſame ſort of men, by pleaſure de- 
ſtroy happinets ; prone to draw evil out 
of good, and fet things at variance, 
which, by nature, are alles. Happineſs, 
and P'-ature, as Wiſdom, and Wit, are 
each other's friends, or foes; and if 
foes, of foes the worſt. Well-choſen 
Pleaſure is a branch of happineſs; 
well-judging Wit is a flower of wiſdom : 
but when theſe petty ſubalterns ſet up 
for themſelves, and counteract their prin- 
cipals, one makes a greater wretch, and 
the other a groſſer fool, than could exiſt 
without them: Pleaſure then calls for 
our compaſſion, and Wit for our con- 
tempt. Of how many might the names 
have ſlept in ſafety, had not their unlucky 
parts awakened a juſt clamour againſt 
them ? 

Have we not a recent, and ſignal in- 
ſtance, how far wit can ſet wiſdom at de- 
fiance, and, with it's artful brilliances, 
dazzle common underſtandings? That 
noble author“ ſmiles at a certain text, 
of which I ſhall make a ſerious uſe, wiz. 
* When the ſons of God came in to the 
© daughters of men, they beget Giants.” 
So when great talents fall in love with 
mean purpoſes, they beget errors of an 
enormous ſize, both in opinion, and tn 
life. What more enormous than to let 
Infidelity gather ſuch ſtrength, even in 
our devline, as to ſtand the terrors of a 
death-bed, and bequeath proud legacies 
of it's poiſon to the world? Is not this 
ſtretching out our boldneſs even beyond 


the day of trial? Carrying the war into 


the very borders (if I may fo ſpeak) of 
that dread Being we dare oppole ? and, 
deſperately preſuming to atchieve that in 
our grave, of which a Julian, of equal 
genius, though not of equal guilt,deſpaired 
on a throne; and that the greateſt on 
earth? Julian was for defeating one 
prophecy; my Lord is for expunging 
them all; and, with like ſucceſs, Viciſſi 
Galilæe, may ſerve for both. 

Take I too-great a freedom? It is both 
folly, and vice, to bear any man ill-will. 
But it is alſo folly, and vice, not ſo to 
behave, when occaſton requires, as that 
our conduct may be miſtaken for 111-wall, 
if the prejudiced think fit. Why ſhould 
our opponents call that ill-will, which 
they, it they were of our opinion, and 


thought us in a fatal error, and heartily 
wiſhed us well, would, neceſſarily, do out 
of perfect love? If the Viſcount's ad- 
mirers reſent out of zeal to his honour, 
I aifure them, (though 1 have had no 
apparition) that his Lord „ Naw on 
my fide, thanks them not 
vour. Fa 

Time was, when thoſe errors, into 
which he fell, would have been more ex- 
culable. For that truth was obſcure, 
and ſalſnood ſpecious, and opinions end- 
leſsz and that in theſe circumſtances the 
mind of man could find no reſt, becauſe 
fuſpence is anxious, and aſſent almoſt ine - 
vitably betrayed into miſtake ; this was 
the ſad, and juſt complaint of the hea- 
then world, which by God's dereliction 
had loſt it's way, and could not regain 
-; I the feeble glimmerings of natural 
ignt, 

But of what have we to complain, who 
grope, and wander, and ſtumble, at 
noon-day? Ours is not ignorance, but 
perverſeneſs ; not want of a guide, but 
defection from him. Our noble author, 
ſo much admired, becauſe ſo much in 
the wrong, declares our light to be dark- 
neſs ; and with the boaſted acuteneſs of 
his ſuperior underſtanding, inſtead of 
couching thoſe that are blind, is for put- 
ting out the eyes of thoſe that ſee, Thus, 
Heaven's ſupreme bleifing on us in the 
Goſpel, is not annulled wy by our per- 
verſeneſs; but turned to much hurt. 
We are favoured to our misfortune, we 
are enriched to our loſs. 

The heathens courted Truth as a miſ- 
treſs, with warm, and ſincere, addreſſes, 
but could not obtain her. We, having 
obtained her, treat her, as an abandoned 
age the lawful partners of their beds, 
with ſatiety, and diſguſt, and a wild de- 
lire after new embraces. And what 
have we embraced? Thus runs, at beſt, 
the palatable doctrine of an age too 
knowing to need inſtruction, too proud 
to bear it, from Heaven itſelf. 

* Whatever notices of duty to God, 
or man, are imprinted in us by nature 
or deduced by reaſon, theſe are oblig- 
ing, and neceſſary to be performed by 
all; as the natural religion: but as for 
any poſitive inſtitutions, or -particular 
forms of religion, theſe are of human 
origin, ſtamped in the political mints 
of craft, intereſt, or ambition; a coin 
current for the vulgar only.“ It is fit, 
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it ſeems; that the volgar ſhould be fet- 


tered, that their ſuperiors may expatiate 
mare at large, and not fear to meet with 
rivals in then. And, indeed, it the vul- 
gar had the ſame principles, and opi- 
nions, with many of their maſters, their 
maſters would have as fair a chance to 
Have their throats cut, as the murderer to 
be hang'd for it. 

As to God, they ſay, The natural 
© religion commands us to think wor- 
© thily, and ſpeak reverently, of Him: 
but, as ſome have thought churches 
derogatory to the notions of an Omni- 
preſent Being; ſo formal prayers, and 
{ſolemn ſervices, are no way neceſſary 
to a Being Omniſcient. They preſent 
Him (if with any) with a more ſublime, 
and philoſophical devotion, ſtripp'd of all 
externals, inviſible as the Deity, and, in- 
deed, as incomprehenſible to the mul- 
titude ; whoſe religion, like themſelves, 
muſt have a body, as well as a foul; or 
it will evaporate into nothing. Thus, un- 
der pretence of a compliment to one di- 
vine attribute, they rob all of the worſhip 
due to them. They pretend to give God 
exalted homage, as the Jews array d our 
bleſſed Lord in a purple robe, to mock 
him, not adore. And hereour undiſſem- 


SW a % a =» 


bled neglect, if not contempt, of religion, 


and our bare-fac'd venality ſetung all, 
even ſouls, to ſale, cannot hut recal to 
mind, that theſe ſiſter iniquities, as if 
naturally connected, went hand- in- hand 
(as the hiſtorian tells us) towards the 
ruin of the Roman common- wealth. 


Deos negligere, omnia venalia habere v. 


As to the duties of the ſecond table, 
they tell us, that * the precepts of nature 

run evidently agal K injuries, and in- 
juſtice; we 4 i 
mit rapine, or murder: theſe are un- 
ſotiable crimes: but as for any plea- 
ſurable enjoyments of ourſeſves, why 
deprive ourſelves of theſe? Why ſtarve 
at a feaſt Heaven ſets before us? We 
cannot conceive God to be a tyrant; 
to what end has he given deſires, but 
that we ſhould fatiofy them? or appe- 
tites, but that we ſhould indulge them? 
Anger and Luft, if conſtitutional, are 
venial fins.” 
Thus the ſluices are ſet open for a'l 
ſenſuality, promiſcuous incontinence, and 
Audied arts of exceſs, to pour in uncon- 
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by no means, com- 


trouled; and by a ſecond compliment to 
the Deity, as ſincere as my Lord's pre- 
tended regard for Chriſtianity, is varniſh- 
ed over a ſecond violation of his laws. 
Bacchus, and Venus, are recatled to 4 
new apotheoſ1s under a chriſtian r; 
and receive daily ſacrifice in the for- 
tunes, health, and common dignity of 
man. . What voluntary victims are we ? 
And as victims of obl were crown'd with 
flowers, how gayly does poor, devoted, 
Britain bleed at their altars ? | 

Defires, and appetites, were not given 
us out of tyranny, but with an intention 
doubly kind; as a means both of Plea- 
ſure, and Virtue, if gratified, and re- 
ſtrained, as religion directs. In both 
views they are bleſſings, but greateſt in 
the laſtz yet an Eſau will ever be for 
preferring the former. 

Thus you ſte, Sir, that both the tables 
of the Decalogue are broken, in a more 
terrible ſenſe, than they were by Moſes, 
at his deſcent from the mount: and from 
no diſſimilar cauſe. The ſufficiency of 
human reaſon is the golden calf which 
theſe men ſet up to be worſhipped; and 
in the frenzies of their extravagant de- 
votion to it, they trample on venerable 
authority; ſtrike at an Oak with an Oberz 
the doctrine of God's own planting, and 
the growth of ages, with the fucd-r, 
and fortuitous, ſhoots of imagination; 
abortive births of an hour, Thete human 
improvements on divine revelation may 
be compared to the prophaning the holy 
Bible with the figures of heathen idols, 
under Antiochus Epiphanes; or rather, to 
the proud Roman emperor, who took the 
head from Jupiter's ſtatue, and placed 
his own in it's ſtead. Theſe are bold men; 
but the boldeſt, we hope, may be re 
claimed. That almighty finger which 
wrote the divine laws twice in fone, 
cannot want power to give them a new 
impreſſion in their apoſtate hearts. 

And that they may the more willingly 
receive that impreſſion, I ſhall objerve, 
that ſetting aside the immoral conſe- 
quences of Infidelity, Faith is neceffary 
on it's own account, without relation to 
any thing elie. Faith is not ons e 
means of obeying, but a principal at of 
obedience, It is not only a ncedful 
foundation; it is not only as an altar, on 
which to ſacrifice p but it is a ſacrifice It - 
ſelf; and, perhaps, of all the greateſt. 
It is a ſubmiſſion of our whderſtanding's, 
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a ON INFIDELITY, 
ſcience with ſuch ſoft whiſpers as theſe; 


an oblation of our idoliz'd reaſon, to 
God; which he requires ſo indiſpenſa- 
bly, that our whole will, and affeldions, 
though ſeemingly a larger ſacrifice, will 
not, without it, be received at our hands. 

Does any queſtion this? His Lordſhip's 
diſciples will be very apt to queſtion it; 
vet this is true; unleſs we can ſuppoſe 
the primitive martyrs to have laid down 
their lives for what was unneceſſary to 
their ſalvation. For it was not an at- 
teſtation of their doctrine, but their faith, 
for which the bleſſed apoſtles were per- 
ſecuted, and the martyrs ſhed tfeir blood; 
which they might eaſily have avoided, if 
they had inſiſted only on the moral pre- 
cepts of their new diſpenſation. Their 
moral precepts were approved, and wel- 
comed, by the wiſeſt on earth. Nay, 
our Infidels compliment them, eſpe- 
cially when they would give themſelves 
the more weight in their oppoſition to 
our Creed; yet, poſſibly, they had ra- 
ther ſubſcribe that abſurd creed, than 
ſtand obliged to practiſe that morality, 
which they ſo much commend. 

To renounce, or corrupt, the faith 
(one, or both of which is my Lord's 
point) abſtracted from libertine gratifi- 
cations to follow, or to get rid of fear 
from thoſe pait; there ſeems to be ſo lit- 
tle temptation, that I ſhould think none 
would venture on it, but through 1gno- 
rance of it's guilt, It's guilt there- 
fore I have pointed out; which ſhews 
that modern Deiſm, how laudable ſo- 
ever the Deiſt's lite is, is criminal in it- 


elf. A virtuous life, riſing from a cor- 


rupted faith, is an angel of light ſup- 
ported by a cloven toot; which many 
ſeem not to believe, otherwiſe they would 
not be ſo often pleading the virtue of 
Deiſts, as a full abſolution of that ſe&t: 
wheteas we are exprelſsly told, that the 
juſt Hall live by faith; that is, even the 


att mall not live, that is, be ſaved, 


without it. 

But though a corrupt faith 1s ſuffici- 
ently criminal in itſelf, yet it's guilt 
rarely reſts there; it often produces an 
irregular life. On the contrary, vicious 
practice is ſure to produce a corrupt 
Faithz or, an abſolute rennnciation of 
all belief: for the notices of good and 
Ul are ſo fairly imprinted on our na- 
ture, and the practice of them is ſo 
ſtrongly guarded by conſequent _ 


and fear, that no conſcience 1s fo hard- 


„ encd, as to fin without the ſhelter of 


ſome pretence, The guilty huſh con« 


either, Heaven takes not ſuch cogni- 
zance of our actions; or, is not ſo much 
concerned about them, as ſome ima- 
b or, it's mercy will not ſuffer it to 
juſt; or it's juſtice will not ſuffer it 
to be ſo ſevere, as to puniſh temporal 
guilt with eternal pain: all which are 
corruptions of the faith. Or if theſe 
opiates will not do, they proceed to re- 
nounce the faith. They give themſelves 
a quite-quieting draught of abſolute 
unbelief: a Deity is a dream, and Reli- 
gion a cheat. d thus they throw off 
their fears, their God, _ common 
ſenſe, together ; and are deplorably gay, 
till they are irremediably undone. How 
happy might ſuch wretches be, if they 
new what a trifle pleaſure is to peace ! 
A. very trifle is it, even when pleaſure is 
innocent: but when not; when plea- 
ſure is an enemy to peace; then, then 
indeed, it is a trifle no more. 

There is a text which muſt give ſome 
ſurprize to thoſe who doubt whether a 
bad life occaſions a Jae, or uo belief. 
It is ſaid, there mu be hereſies, that is, 
falſe beliefs. And why? There is cer- 
tainly no fatal neceſſity for them, from 
God's deſtination——No ; but there is a 
moral neceſſity for them from man's 
corruption. A heart boiling with vio- 
lent and vicious paſſions, will ſend up 
infatuating fumes to the head; and a 
delirious giddineſs of head will make 
a man Fall into the groſſeſt miſ- 
takes, be his natural abilities what they 
will. A lewd and obſtinate will fails 
not to blind the ſtrongeſt judgment, as 
Delilah the man of might. 

Many, even of thoſe that hold faſt the 
Faith, may perhaps not have obſerved, 
that Faith is doubly precious; it is our 
duty, and ourreftuge; zug it is doubly our 
refuge. It reſcues our paſſions from flam- 
ing into vice; and it reſcues our under- 
ſtanding from darkening into errors. The 
ſame qualification which is neceſſary for 
us in order to pleaſe God, is as neceſſary 
to ſecure ourſelves from impoſture; and 
not only from ſuch impoſtures as others 
may prepare for us, but from our own. It 
is our ſole ſecurity againſt our framing 
impoſitions to deceive our own judg- 
ments, (as ſhewn above) as well as 
againſt our incurring crimes to defeat: 
our own ſalvation. 

As to the mylterious articles of our 
faith, which Infidels would by no means 
have me forget; Who, ſay they, 


s cun 


2 
\ 
"IX 
| 
yg 
+ 
* 4 
#1 
i 
of 
4 
2 
* 
9 


* 
— 


7 A 


q T7 00 TT -..25 


ſtinate rejection of it. 
reject it, but on that very account? Our 
opponents therefore, in ſome meaſure, 
ſupport us in our attachment to this ſu- 


0 


© can ſwallow them?” In truth, none 
but thoſe who think it no diſhonour to 
their underſtandings to credit their 
Creator. Socinus, like our Infidels, 
was one of a parrow throat; and, out of 
nerous compaſhon to the Scriptures, 
which the world, it ſeems, had mitun- 
derſtood for 1500 years) was for weed- 
ing them of their myſteries; and render- 
ing them, in the plenitude of his infal- 
lible reaſon, undiſguſting, and palata- 
ble to all the rational part of mankind. 
Why ſhould honeſt Jews and Turks be 
frighted from us by the Trinity? He 
was for making veligion familiar and 
inoffenſive. And fo he did; and un- 
chriſtian too. Thoſe things which our 
hands can graſp, our underſtandings 
cannot comprehend. Why then deny to 
the Deity Himſelf the privilege of being 
one, amidſt that multitude of myſteries 
which He has made? 

Here let me obſerve, what perhaps has 
eſcaped your notice, with regard to the 
bleſſed Trinity, which gives our unbe- 
lievers the greateſt offence. The rewve- 
lation of it is not only neceſſary tor our 
underſtanding the foundation of Chriſ- 
tianity, but is alſo, I conceive, an ab- 
ſolute demonſtration of it's truth. Be- 


cauſe it is a myltery which by zature 


could not poſſibly have. entered into the 


imagination of man; which. they, who 


moſt explode it, confeſs, by their ob- 
For why do they 


preme article of our Creed, which they 


molt condemn; and (what is ſomewhat 


remarkable in favour of our faith) ſup- 


port us in it by the very cauſe for which 


it is condemned by them. 

Myſteries, that is, thoſe great and hid- 
den things of our religion, whoſe truth 
we are aſſured of by divine authority, 
but the manner of their being — 
our underſtanding: ſuch as the plura- 
lity of perſons in the Divine Unity: 
God maniteſt in the fleſh : the opera- 
tion of the Holy Spirit in the hearts of 
believers: the ſpiritual preſence of Chriſt 
in the Euchariſt: the uniting our ſcat- 
tered parts from the duſt of death. All 


which the Scriptures have expreſsly de- 


livered as catholic truths. Several of 
theſe, ſeveral heretics have rejected; and 
the Socinians have, in a manner, reject- 
ed them all. Faith in theſe is more ac- 


ceptable to. God, than faith iu leſs ab- 
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ſtruſe articles of our religion; becauſe it 
pays that honour which is due to his 
teſtimony; and the more ſeemingly in- 
redible the matter is which we hclieve, 
the more reſpect we ſhew to the relator. 
'This (putting in a caveat againſt the 
ridicule of infidels) may be called hereic 
faith, correſpondent to heroic virtue, at 
which, out of prudence, they muſt 
mile. 

This heroic faith may be more accept- 
able to God, ſome may ſay; but, ture, 
not more uſeful to man. It may havea 
gocd influence on another life; but what 
account does this find in it? Who can 
ſhew me the nora eftects of it?. From 
faith in theſe myſteries, man neceſſarily, 
and more juſtly, adores the incompre- 
henſible majelty of God; and more juſt- 
ly and perfectly contemplates his own 
littlenefs, and diſproportion of thought 
to thoſe truths that are vouchſafed to his 
taith. Hence he heartily renders God a 
due honour for his teltimony; and a due 
acknowledgment of his profeſſed care 
of his church; and a due thankfulnets 
for the mercy of his Revelation. He 
renders a due obedience to his proper go- 
vernment, as a Chriſtian, that is, the 
authority of the church; and & due a- 
liftance to the public peace, which is 
never ſafely built but on unity of 
judgment. And as to his private vir- 
tue, he keeps in due. ſubjection the pride 
of underſtanding, that molt vicious af- 
fection of the mind, which, if let looſe, 
would be attended with a multitude of 
evils; an with one in particular, which 
occaſions this Letter. But though we 
could ſee none of theſe temporal advan- 
tages, yet would it be moſt reaſonable in 
us to believe; unleſs we, who think ic 
right to believe implicitly in thoſe oz 
whom our fortune depends, think it 
wrong to believe implicitly in Him, on 
whom depends our ſalvation. 

But there is, I confeſs, ſome error, on 
our own part, with regard to mylteries. 
We, 3 have given ſome ſmall 
excuſe for our Infidels contempt of 
myſteries, by more pon than prudent, 
attempts, that have been ſometimes made 
toward an explanation of them. A 
myſtery explained, is a myſtery deſtroy- 
ed: for what is a myſtery, but a thing 
not known? But things not known may 
reaſonably be believed; in the very 

ſtran geſt things there may be truth ; and 
in things molt credible, a lye. 

It is with our underftandings as with 
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our eyes, Both have their myſteries : 
both have objects beyond their reach; 
ſome accidentally, ſome abſolutely. We 
ſce not thoſe objects that are placed in 
an obſcure light, becauſe there is a de- 
fect in the medium: we fee not thoſe 
that are veſted with too much light, be- 
cauſe there is a weakneſs in the ſenſory, 
unable to ſuſtain ſuch ſtrong impreſſions. 
Thus it is with the obietts of our un- 
deritanding : ſome things we know not, 
for want of being duly informed. Sal- 
vation was a myſtery to the Gentiles ; 
but ceaſed ſo to be, when revealed by the 
Goſpel. Other things we know nct, 
becauſe they exceed the meaſure of our 
— Thus, fome articles of 
our faith are ſuch myſteries, as by no 
revelation can ceaſe to be fo. They 
muſt be myſteries, while men are men; 
while yet unbleſt with powers that are 
not indulged to this imperſect ſtate. As 
it is bold and vain, fo, perhaps, it has 


ever been prejudicial to the truth, to la-- 


bour at rational evictions of ſacred myſ- 
teries z for, by theſe means, men attempt 
to cnprehend the divine nature, by 
utting it under ſome injurious diſguiſe; 
2; we venture to gaze at the fun, afur 
we have watched it into a cloud. 
God forbad images of Himſelf, be- 


cauſe it is impoſſible that any ſenſible re- 


preſentations cou;d do otherwite than de- 
rogate from him that is inviſible: nor 
can the diminiſhing mnagery of our no- 
tions derogate leſs from Him that is in- 
comprehenſible. I prefume not to cen- 
ſure thoſe who have made ule of illuſtra- 
tions to the proper ends of piety ; all I 
mean is, that fallible ratiocination thould 


not be made the grounds of faith, whoſe 


proper baſis is infallible teſtimony. Nor 
is it longer faith than while it reſts on 
that; for when I believe, not ſo much 
what is revealed, as what my own rea- 
ſon pronounces to be true; I believe not 
God, but myſelf, I allume, not obey; 
and give proof rather of the pride, than 
bunuliation, of my reaſon; whereas it's 
humiliation is a principal end aimed at 
by God's ſo ſtrict demand of our faith. 
And, indeed, far from humiliation, 
and even common modeſty, muſt he be, 


who. wonld give light to thole myſteries 


which St, Paul, with all his learning, 
eloquence, and inſpiration, 
to be to the Jews a ſtumbling- block; 
and to the Greeks, thoſe moſt tubtle of 
men, fooliſbneſy; that is, they thought 


it folly tg belicye them, becauſe unin- 


telligihle; and becauſe they did not ap- 
prehend, that there was any divine au- 
thorty to compel their belief. And 
ſuch Greeks have wez Epicurean 
Greeks, ſubtle, and unbelieving; and 
whoſe celebrated writings are of equal 
authority with 


Quicguid Græcia mendax 
Audet in biſtoria. Juv. 


Men, who reje& divine aſſiſtance, as too 
officiousy with a ſort of diſdain, as if it 
aftronted their own abilities; and whoſe 
prelumptuous opinions are-induſtrioufly 
{ſpread by pet man, through the land. 
With the groſs and horrid effects of 
ſuch opinions, and their conſequences, 
the diſtempered age groans, and king - 
doms ſhake, and - judgments threaten. 
And well they may, How many pri- 
vate families have their infamous ſecrets? 
How many public tranſactions their 
barefaced iniquity? High - courts of 
juſtice have their jus datum ſceleri, and 
bluſh not to plead. precedent for the vio- 
lation of their own laws; and the cor- 
ruption of the times, for more corrup- 
tion ſtill? Is not this heaping mountain 
upon mountain againſt Heaven? And 
think we, Heaven will never return the 
blow ? 

We have had already, nay now have, 
ſome light and merciful admonitions 
trom Heaven, But can it be thought, 
that an age of judgments, and paſtimes ; 
of riots, and diſtreſſes; of exceſſive 
debts, and exceſſive expence; of public 
poverty, and private accumulation ; of 
new ſects in religion, and new ſallies in 
im; and every other contradiction to 
common ſenſe, does not call for more? 
I, Sir, am faſtened in the country ; nor 
know I much of that larger and fouler 
fink of debauchery, in which you breathe, 
But even here, I know too much. 
Where is that village that has not it's 
ſuicides of intemperance; or it's bold ad- 
venturers for ſtill quicker death from 
the hand of public juſtice? And, to con- 
firm that opinion above advanced, of the 
cloſe tie and mutual growth of vice and 
unbehef, almoſt every cottage can afford 
us one that has corrupted, and every pa- 
lace one that has renounced, the faith. 

I know, Sir, you will tell me, that it 
1s the buſineſs of our common piety, to 
deplore; of our prayers, to obſtruct; 
and of our lives, rather than our ha- 
rangues, to conſute them, True; 1 
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ir our Chriſtianity is to be found no- 


. where but in our books, the Chriſtian, 


and Infidel, may drop their diſpute. A 
Tillotſon, and a Bolingbroke, are on the 
ſame fide: their conteſt is but verbal; 
their agreement is eſſential, and their aſ- 
ſociation will prove eternal. 

But, Sir, it is our ave" to ſpeak and 
write (if we can) as well as live, againſt 
the enemies of our Chriſtian faith. I pro- 
ceed therefore to obſerve, that the Viſ- 
count's arguments againtt the authority 
of the Scriptures have been long ſince an- 
ſwer'd, But he is not without precedent 
in this point. This repetition of already 
refuted arguments ſeems to be adeiſtical 
privilege, or diſtemper, from which tew 
of them are free. Even echoes of echoes 
are to be found amongſt them: which 
evidently ſhews, that they write not to 
difcover truth, but to ſpread infection; 
which old poiſon re- adminiſtered will do, 
as well as new; and it will be ſtrack 
deeper into the conſtitution, by repeating 
the ſame doſe. Beſides, new writers will 
have new readers. The book may fall 
into hands untainted before; or, the al- 
ready- infected may ſwallow it more gree- 
dily ma new vehicle; or, they that were 
diſguſted with it in one vehicle, may re- 
liſh it in another. I therefore aſk pardon: 
what I miſ-called Diſtemper, I find, on 
ſecond thoughts, is perfect Prudence: but 
ſuch prudence as, with them, would 
throw a chriſtian writer into the bottom 
of contempt. | 

There are more reaſons for our Deiſts 
to be diſſatisfied with themſelves than 
thoſe already given. Inſidels is an oppro- 
brious name: but time was, when De:/ 


. was the true religion; and they are tor 


ſtill retaining the credit once due to that 
character. It is therefore fit for a friend 
to Chriſtianity, nor leſs fit for a friend-to 
them, to take notice, that it is impoſh- 
ble for a'good man, that is, one aiming 
at the Divine favour above all things, to 
reject an offer d Revelation, without in- 
quiring into it's title to the high character 
it aſſumes; and, that it is as impoſſible 
for a reafinaple man to reje& the Chriſtian 
Revelation, if he does inquire. He, there- 
fore, who continues a Deiſt, in a land en- 
lightened = the Goſpel, mult be wanting 
in goodneſs, or reaſon; mult be either 
criminal, or dull. None, therefore, can 
be more miſtaken than they, that profeſs 
Deiſm, for the credit of ſuperior under- 
ſtanding, or for the fake of exerciſing a 


more pure, and perfect, virtue, Y ct theſe 


15 
are the only pretences which they do, or 
dare, avow, tor their tatal choice. Muſt 
not then their real motive be of a nature 
which they thin prudent to conceal? 

But to conceal it, is not ealy: for Rea» . 
ſon, our defective reafon, in many points 
of the laſt moment to man, wants, wiſhes, 
calls for a Revelation; and cannot but ac- 
cept, when offter'd, what it calls for: that 
is, reaſonable Deitts cannot but become 
Chriſtians, where the Golpel ſhines. 

Or argue thus (for it admitsof various 
proof:) God Almighty would not have 
made a Revelation, but in order to be re- 
ceived, And by whom received? doubt- 
leſs, by the reaſonable, and good. And 
if by ſome of them, why not by all ? And 
if al the reaſonable, and good, receive 
itz what mult they be that reject it? 
Therefore revealed religion rejected, 
proves natural religion diſobey'd. I ſaid, 
above, that Deiſts were blameable, how 
good ſoever their lives might be: but 
0 it appears, that their lives cannot be 
good. Others, perhaps, have forborne 
ſpeaking ſo plain, out of charity. I ven- 
ture on it out of what I conceive to be 
charity greater {till : for nothing that can 
awaken them can be kindly ſuppreſſed. 

Cornelius, the centurion, thoughone of 
the beſt of men, thought not the belief of 
the Goſpel unneceſſary to his ſalvation. 
But modern Deitts, wifer, though not 
better than he, have their obſections to 
the Goſpel. Their chief objection is 
againſt it's zzyferies. There is nothin 
myſterious, but with regard to things, 
which we either can not, or need not, un- 
deritand. Can not, through the limita- 
tion of the human intellect; or need not, 


through the ſufficiency of other means, 


and motives, for our leading good lives. 
To what amounts, then, this capital ob- 
jection, and charge againſt it? To no 
more than this, vg. That Chriſtianity 
performs not, what it is impoſſible to per- 
form: for it is as impoſſible for it's Author, 
Almighty God, to do more than is need- 
ful for his gracious end, vix. the good 
lives of mankind; as to do what, in it's 

nature, is impoſſible to be done. 
Indeed, all their objections to Chriſti- 
anity ſeem to be no more, nor leſs, than 
playing the beſt card they have; than 
uſing the beſt expedient they can think o; 
to keep themſelves in countenance, and 
the world in the dark, as to thetruemo- 
tive of their apoſtacy. Nor are their ob. 
jections to be looked on, in thoſe that are 
men of ſenſe, as an argument of their 
| diſbelief, 
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@iſbelicf, but their diſtike. They wiſh 
not the myſteries removed; for that would 
roh them of a favourite objection. They 
with not the darkneſs of the myſteries re- 
moved, but transferred; transferred from 
the dodtrines, to the moral precepts. I heſe 
are without a cloud; thee are too plain 
for their purpofe. None ver tully com- 
plied with theſe, but wiseality re onciled 
to the myſteries of the Goipel. I he dif- 
guſted, deſpotic heart commands the paſ- 
five-obedient head, to fight its mutt 
quarrel, and fay it is it's own: fo that 
Satan may blame them for tome deg. ee 
of hypocriſy in his favour; may biame 
them — pretending to liſbeli cv. lt, 
on the other hand, Chriſt aus were not 
alſo hypocrites; hypocrites, I mean, as 
to practice; they would rob the Dertts of 
their moſt planiible plea again ns; and 
either leſſen their numbers, or :ncreaſe 
their ſhame. 

I hope that ſome of the De dt; at leaſt, 
ſome of thoſe whoſe principtes are en- 
danger*d by them; mav admit fone lit- 
tle impreſſion from what has been oftered, 
I hope they may dijcern, and own the 
felf- accuſation which is, evidently, implied 
in our Deits renunciztion of Chriſtianity: 
or, if I am miſtaken, that they will ſet 
me right; for if I have wronged them, 
J have wronged them much. For, in 
what a diſadvantageous light appear theſe 
deſerters from Chrittianity in theſe pages? 
A Deiſlical tongue, a Chriſtian conſci- 
ence, and a partly Pagan heart! What 
a fad compoſition is this? It is a far 
heavier charge than I wiſh to find true. 

But it is a natural queſtion, * How 
© comes it to paſs, that men of parts 
© ſhould ſo much difaffe&t the Scrip- 
© tures, ſo admirable, and ſtill more and 
< more admirable, in proportion to the 
« diſcernment of their reader?” 

Can it be from Ignorance? It may he 
ſo, if their hearts are worſe than their 
heads; for there are parts of Scripture 
which none but a good man can well 
underſtand : * Rejoice always; and again 
< I ſay, Rejoice.* This muſt appear to 
the vicious abſurd, becauſe wmnpracttica- 
ble, and therefore un-inſpired. To re- 
_ 4 - . ” 
Joice in tribulation, they have neither 
cauſe, nor power. Thus, bad manners, 
almoſt neceſſarily, render men Infidels 
to holy writ. On the contrary, a good 
life is a key to the Scriptures. The 
.< ſecret of the Lord is with thoſe that 
fear him. A text this, as unintelh- 
gible to the vicious as the former. As 


he has had no experience, ſo neither has 
he any comprehenhon of it's truth. The 
good man comprehends, and feels it too. 
Thus the Scripture, like the cloudy pil- 
lar which it records, is light to the true 
1 but darkneis to the Egyptians. 

ence acuteſt underſtandings in religious 
debates often loſe their edge, 

Can that cauſe we ſcek, be Vanity? It 
may be laid of the Viſcount's writings as 
of Catiline, * Satis eloquentie, ſapientiæ 
* parum Had his eloquence been leſs 3 
had thcte tatents been denied him which 
flatier-d him with hope of ſhining a firſt 
iuitre in the lettered world, he had 
elcaped a temptayon which has evidently 
been too hard for his prudence; and a 
common- ſized head had, probably, left 
his, heart in tafety. So formidable a 
poltetfion is an immortal pen (if his i- 
immortel;) a pen more fatal to it's 
mater, than Cato's ſword. 

Or might not Exwy be the cauſe we 
ſcek? © But can theſe men envy Chri- 
© {tians, whom they quit on account of 
* our unhappy miſtake?“ Man is not 
only deſnous, but ambitions too, of hap- 
pinets. He but ill bears that another 
thould be happier than himſelf ; becauſe 
{uperior happineſs is a natural argument 
of fuperior wiſdom or worth. The man 
of a f;nertine life knows that the good 
Chriſtian, if his religion is true, is, on 
the Whole, much happier than himſelf. 

herefore he wiſhes it to be falſe; and 
endeavours to find it ſo. And ſtrong 
endeavours to he in the wrong, Heaven 
will puniſh with ſucceſs. It will permit 
them to believe their own lye; that is, 
to tall on their own ſword, which was 
drawn againſt the truth. 

Non bet queeſitum munus in uſus. V1RG, 
And I am the more inclined to impu te 
their oppoſition to Exwy, rather than La- 
nity; becauſe pure vanity is conſiſtent 
with good-naturez and may be a very 


candid thing: but envy has bitterneſs, - 


and ill- will; and Ridicule is the genuine 
child of ill- nature; ridicule, that offen- 
ſive brat of which they are lo fond. 

Now though nothing is more improper 
in importaut debates than raillery ; yet 
can I make ſome apology for them. 
They may,poſlibly, perceive, that the load 


on their own mifgiving conſciences, 


would ſink them, were it not for the light 
expedient of forced mirth, like a bladder 
filled with wind, to keep them above 
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water : and that they, ſometimes, have 
their doubts, and * of heart, it 
is reaſonable to believe. To give full- 
eſtabliſned ſecurity is the incommunica- 
ble privilege of the Golpel. 

For the reaſons above, I venture to ſet 
down Envy among the cauſes of Infide- 
lity, though {I think) by others over- 
looked. And further, I believe it to be 
a very principal cauſe of lettered Infide- 
lity in the world. Other, but not greater 
vices are, doubtleſs, the cluicf cauſe of 
Infidelity in lower, and illiterate, life; 
where ſenſe has no rival in thought, but 
tvrannizes alone. 

But whatever is the cauſe of their In- 
fidelity, be it Ignorance, Vanity, Bnwy, or 
any other vice, it will naturally have 
ſome effect in our favour. It is much 
to be hoped, that it will put us on our 
guard, and make us better men. Our 
leading a bad lite, is playing into their 
hands. It is giving them an argu- 
ment in the debate, againſt ourſelves. 
Though the argument is bad, yet is it 
an argument (till, And fince they have 
none but bad arguments, and ſuch they 
avill make uſe of, we ſhould not increaſe 
the number. That is like furniſhing 
them with ammunition to protract the 
war: and though the war protracted will 
not hurt us, yet will it hurt them; and, 
as we are Chriſtians, zhat ſhould give us 
equal concern. 

Secondly, Chriſtianity may thank it's 
Opponents for much new light, from time 
to time, thrown in on the ſublime e- 
cellence of it's nature, and the manifeita- 
tion of it's truth: opponents, in ſome 
ſort, more welcome than it's Friends; as 
they do it ſignal ſervice without running 
it in debt ; and have no demand on our 
gratitude for the favours ' they conter. 
The ftronger it's adverſaries, the greater 
it's triumph: the more it is diſputed, the 
more indiſputably will it ine. With 
what pious pleaſure muſt you fee the 
brighte(t talents ſtriking at it, with the 
molt hearty good-wili, yet dropping 
harmleſs, like old Priam's ſpear ? 


Telum imbelle fine ictu 
Corgecit z rauco quid protenus ere repulſum ; 
Et ſummo Clypei necquicquam umbone pepen- 
its ViIkG. 


Chriſtianity, that great ſupport of man's 
welfare, and God's glory, like a well- 
built arch, the greater load of oppoſition, 
and reproach, it's enemy lays on it, the 
Aronger it ſtands, 
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Thirdly, Their antichriſtian writings 


may detect them: for ſince (as ſhewn 


above) a falſe faith, or no faith at all, is 
the natural conſequence of a bad lite, it 
is poſtible that the gentlemen in the op- 
poſition, while they are giving us their 
opinions, may be giving us more: the 
may be diſcovering their Morals, while 
they mean only to teach us their Creed: 
and, thus, they may carry, like Bellero- 
phon, their own condemnation, while 
they imagine they are, graciouſly, con- 
veying intelligence, and new light, to 
mankind: ſo that the old proverb Bel- 
lerophontis Litere, may be a proper 
motto tor the learned labours of them 
all. 

But condemnation from others will be 
much more ſupportable than their own z 
if that ſhould fall on them. And where 
is he on whom it ſhall not one day fall? 
It a man born blind, who had never fo 
much as heard of ſun, moon, and ſtars, 
ſhould ſuddenly receive fight 3 he would 
not be more aitoniſhed at the firſt ruſhing 
in of thoſe material glories, than would 
the man, by vice ſtruck blind to religion, 
be, at his firſt conviction of heavenly 
truths, Sig. divine manifeſtations, awful 
revelations, tulfilled prophecies, num- 
berleſs miracles; and one unbroken chain 
of marvellous expeFents, from before 
creation to this hour, ſor our ſalvation 
thoſe ſpiritual luminaries ; thoſe (dare I 
fay ?) ſun, moon, and ſtars, of the moral 
World; if God ſhould give him light. 
Till then, walking in darkneſs, he muſt 
miltake danger for ſatety, thame for 
glory, and miſchief for pleaſure. Like 
the blinded of Sodom, he reaches"eagerly 
atier, and preſſes hard for, enjoyment; 
but of real enjoyment, of true felicity, he 
cannot find the door; as I propote thew- 
mg in my next. 

It ſome part of it may ſeem ton ſevere, 
J muſt obferve, that no man can ſtrike 
fire with a feather. A fire elemental is 
diffuſed through all nature, though lock - 
ed up in dark matter, and unapparent in 
moſt, parts ot our globe. Thus, I con- 
ceive, that there is divine grace ſpread 
through all hearts (where not entirely 
quenched,) though unatuve, and dor- 
mant in-thens. No flight animadverſion 
can awake it. It mult be a blow of 
ſome force, that ſtrikes it out of a heart 
of flint. And fuch there muſt be in 
theſe days of darkneſs, when few ſparks 
of grace are apparent. Such there muſt 
be when Infidelity prevails 5 for Infide- 


lity, 
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fity; and Faith, are the day, and night, you may continue in the light, till He. 
of the moral world. One reveals, the ven, at that knock of Faith which only py 
other hides, heaven from our thoughts; will be heard, ſhall admit you into per- 
Happy am I, if this Letter ſhall occaſion fect day, where undiſputed Truth, and 
the ſmalleſt dawn on but one ſingle heart, unmiſtalen Pleaſure, with endleſs Glory, 
in this our grand Eclipſe, With you, dear crown the Juſt: this is the prayer of 


Sir, the dawn is long ſince paſt; and that your aſfectionate humble ſervant, 
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Now proceed to ſay ſomething of 
Pleaſure; that ſubject which you 

ſo warmly recommend; not aware, I 

believe, that it may be Jong before 

men, whoſe faults ſet the pubhc eye at 
defiance, will learn to bluſh when alone 
in their cloſets. And till then, what 
hope of much reformation from the pen ? 

Beſides, though our tranſgreſſions with 

regard to Pleaſure are great; yet they 

are not new. To the E of the 

Antediluvians be it ſpoken, there were 

Britiſh. iniquities before the flood. To 

ſuch a degree have all moral ſubjects 

been exhauſted, that it is difficult for a 

writer on them not to repeat, though he 

is n Ry But your deſires are an 
apology for my deficiencies in compli- 
ance with them. 

Whether we are more hardened in In- 

* Hdelity, or ſoftened in Pleaſure, may be 

diſputed : but none can deny that the 

Laye of Pleaſure is the root of every 

crime. Theft, murder, perjury, are a 

few of it's fatal fruits; nor the worſt. 

ut I ſhall not dip ſo deep in it's conſe- 

; quences; yet deep enough to render the 

name of a Max of Pleaſure, which ſome 

affect for their honour, not only ridicu- 

4 lous, but deteſtable. 

a What an extravagant dominivn does 

| leaſure exerciſe over us? It is not onl 

the peſtilence that walketh in darkneſs ; 
but an arrow that deſtroyeth at noon 
day. The Moon hides her face at our 
midnight enormitiesz and the Mornin 
bluſhes on our unfiniſhed debauch; 


am almoſt tempted to ſay, that our im- 


S UR E. 


pudent folly puts Nature but of counte · 
nance. But there is no need by words 
to exaggerate the fatal truth, Our 
luxury is beyond example, and beyond 
— it ſtops not at the poor: even 
they that live on alms are infected with 
it; 

It has often been obſerved, that it is 
with ſtates, as with men. They have 
their birth, growth, health, diſtem 


 detay, and death. Men ſometimes 


ſuddenly by an apoplexy ; ſtates, b 
— in full x 2006 both. As 
man owes his mortality to original fin z 
ſome ſtates owe their fall to ſome defect, 
or infelicity, in their original conſtitu- 
tion. But contracted diſtemper is the 
moſt common ruin of ſtates, and men, 
And what national diſtemper more mor- 
tal than our own? On the ſoft beds of 

luxury moſt kingdoms have expired. 
If cauſes ſhould not fail of their uſual 
effect; if our national diſtemper, far 
from being cutaneous at preſent, ſhould 
reach the vitals of our ſtate; how ap 
plicable to this opulent, preud, E i- 
gate metropolis, (which calls the fea her 
own, and whoſe vices, more diffuſive, 
are without a ſhore) would be the Pro- 
phet's ſacred dirge over antient Tyre; 
whoſe ſea-born wealth, and hell-born 
iniquity, let it not be ſaid, was but a 
— to our own? And yet if we 
roceed in our infernal career, that moſt 
infamous reproach may become but too 


The ſublime, and moſt memorable 
words run thus; and 1 _— but * 
that, at preſent, they muſt have a for- 

x D F midable 
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midable ſound in a Britiſh ear. Is 
« this the joyous city ? whoſ antiquity 
* is of days remote? whoſe merchants 
© were princes, and her traffickers the 
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mities, was incapable of 


o great 2 


But in ſo general a diſſolution . 
ners, are there none that ſtand intitled to 


© hogourable-of the earth? whoſe TEve-  xiote” particular” hlame? Mie not our 


nue was the harveſt of rivers? and her 
© exchange the mart of nations? who 
© ſat as a queen; ſtretched out her hand 
© over the. ſeas; and-ſhook the king 
4 doms? But ſhe is fallen! ſhe is fallen! 
© Heaven has ſtained the pride of all 
* glory. How ſorely muſt you be pained 
© at the report?” 

Has not Britain reaſon to be more 
deeply ſtruck with this part of Scripture 
than the reſt-of mankind ? The prophecy 
as yet, indeed, through mercy, is un- 
fulfilled in us: but if Britain continues, 
like Tyre To ſing as a harlot; to 
© take the harp; to make ſweet melody; 
* fing many ſongs; turn to her birez 
and commit fornication with all the 
* kingdoms. of the world, —ber fall is 
to be feared, unleſs the fate of moſt for- 
mer empires betray us inte miſtake; and 
that national poiſon, which has ever 

ved mortal, is mortal no more. If 

the fate of kingdoms is lodged in a juſt 
and impartial hand, what but the groſſeſt 
felf-flattery can baniſh our fears? And 
if our fears are banithed, leave it not un- 
obſerved that our very want of fear is a, 
proof of our danger: for Heaven infa- 
tuates, when it determines to deſtroy. 
Hut ſuch a general face of affluence, 
and gaiety. Art theſe ſigns of ruin?” 
Not ſigus only, but cauſes of it too. 
Not Babylon alone has been ſmitten at a 
banquet, and periſhed in it's joys. Moſt 
nations have. been Rare when neareſt 
to their end; and, like a taper in the 
ſocket, have blazed, as they expired. 

Were our fathers to riſe from their 
graves, they would conceive that their 
fortune had thrown them on ſome day 
of public feſtivity, nor ĩmagine that every 
day was drunk of the ſame diſeaſe, By 
out gaiety, we ſeem to celebrate the per- 
petual triumph of the Millennium; by 
our vices, to add to it the manners of the 
antediluvian world; and, by our ſequ- 
rity under them, to put full, confidence 
in the divine promiſe that the world ſhall 
bedrowned no more, If with the vices. 
of the antediluvians, we had their years. 
too more might be ſaid in our excuſe: 


but. de weigh ſich a moment againſt 


eternity, ſhews that the balance is in ery. 
ran hands. The world, which the di- 
vine Vengeance ſwept away fyr it's enor- 


+ 


out of pure ſelf-defence; 
And 


t patrons. of . a fort of anti- 

urtii, who leap into the gulph for the 
ruin of their country? Their country's 
ruin they threateh by the malignity of 
their example; while by the profuſion 
of their expence they nearly finiſh their 
own. What a neſs is ſelf-demal?' 
what idle ſelf-tormentors are penitents ? 
what wretched lunatics, orgroſs ſuicides, 
are the noble army of martyrs, af theſe 
men are in the right? How cheap would 
their pleaſures come, if they colt them 
nothing more than their health, credit, 
and eſtates? 

Pleaſure is in ſome ſort more-perni- 
cious than direct vice. Vice has, natu- 
rally, ſome horror in it. It ftartles, and 
alarms. the conſcience, and puts us on 
our guard. Pleaſure, under the colour 
of being harmleſs, has an opiate in its 
it tupihes and beſots. In the ſoft lap 
of Pleaſure conſcience falls Vice, 
loſing it's horror, becomes familiar. 


And as vice increaſes, ſome expedient 


becomes neceſſary to reconcile us to our» 
ſelves, Thus, looking out for fome: 
ſhadow of excuſe, we naturally ſlide into 
groundleſs doubts, and become Infidels 
Jo) 1 
as Pleaſure makes us Infidels, 
by ſtupifying the conſcience; 
makes us very bad huſbands of | 
— mac. by darkening our under-: 
ſtandings thus unqualifies vs for: 
1 point to which alone we pre- 
tend. | . 
It is this cloud on — — 
which hinders our voluptuaries from dit: 
ceruing that their blind rage for Pleaſure 
turns bleſſings into their reverſe. Birth, 
educatian, and abundance, are great 
bleſſinge ; hut, abaſed 


: 


birth is more ignoble than obſcurity; 


knowledge is more pernicious: than iv= 


norance; and abundance more à mi- 
fortune than want. Men of rank, (and 


of fuch I ſpeak) if can ſcarce 
avoid ſinning beyond themſelves, How. 
ſtilential their. falls on the 


wer-warld, which, under the wel- 
come force of ſuck illuſtrious authority | 
turn diſſolute, aa much for the ſake of 


their credit, and fortune, as of their 


luſts; pride, and intereſt, bringing _ | 


* 
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Nerve, and cultivate, the 


has ſbmetimes reaped; whar afſemblies 
have ſown. Great men in the wrong, 
are 4 engines of miſchief, and, 
Hike burſting bombs, deſtroy themſelves, 
and all around them. 

And as to the two ſupreme bleſſings, 
and glories of man, their reaſon, and 


7 ' Immortality ; theſe, as they manage it, 


flame out into vengeance too gent to be 
mentianed without horror. eir rea- 


3 fon ſerves only to render them more 


ity; and their immortality to render 
endleſs the ſad wages of their guilt, 

It is this cloud on our underſtanding 
which makes us ſo little maſters in the 
very ſcience we profeſs, Happineſs is 


du ſtudy, but are we not dunces in it? 


We know not, or ſeem not to know, 
that all real enjoyment lies within the 
com of God's commands; which 
abridge not, but defend them: that when 
we dip too deep in Pleaſure, we ſtir a 
ſediment, that renders it impure, and 
noxious: that (as much a paradox as it 
may ſeem) the beſt means of arriving at 
the true pleaſures of the body, is to pre- 
qwers of the 
foul; and that a good underſtanding is, 
In man, the ſource, and ſecurity, of mere 
animal delight. 8 

Let theſe gentlemen take notice that 
1 am not againſt enjoyment; I am as 
great a lover of it, as they; for without 
a reliſh of the good things of life, we 
cannot be thankful. Enjoy, but enjoy 
reaſonably, and thankfully to the great 
Donor; that will ſecure us from exceſs. 
To enjoy, is our wiſdom, and our duty; 
it is the great leſſon of human life; but 
a leſſon which few have learned; and 
none leſs than tbeſe, who proclaim them- 


. ſelves maſters of art in it. 


It is this pleafure-bred cloud on the 
underſtanding, which makes us forget, 
that virtue is the health of the ſoul; that 
all fprovifion, 3 from without, 
can make a ſenſualiſt juſt as happy, as 
the ſame can make an invalid; that 
both have pains, adhering, neceſſarily, 
to their preſent ſtate: that both have ra- 
ther remedies, than joys: that aſſemblies, 
balls, malqueradey, &c, are but as well- 
ſtored hoſpitals, unneceſſary to the ſound; 
and. but poor palliatives to the ſick: 
though retendlrs to more than health, 
they,coufe(s our 3 and, what is 
while, increaſe. the diſtemper they con- 


* 
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21 
a wrong judgment in our moſt important 
boint. 1 
I grant, chat in the boundleſs field of 

licentiouſneſs, ſome baſtard joys may 
riſe, that look gay, more eſpecially at a 
diſtance; but they ſoon wither. No 
Joys are always ſweet, and flouriſh 
but fuch as have ſelf-approbation. 
their root, and the divine fayour for 
their ſhelter. We are far rootleſs jo 
Joys beyond appetite; which is the { 
root of ſenſual delight. We are fer 
joys, yot of man's native W but 
forced up by luxurious art; dunged by 
great expence; and ſhoge on, not by the 

ivine favour, but a ſtrong imagination, 
which gives them all their little taſte ; 
and makes t apt, like other crude 
fruits, to ſurfeit, . deſtroy, We are, 


in a word, for joys of our own creatin 
the ſeeds of he Heaven never lowed 
in our hearts. But we may as well in 
vade another prerogative of e an 
with the tyrant of Elis, pretend to m 
thunder and lightning, as real joy. 
ſay real joy, joy we may make, but pot 
cheatfulnels, Joy may ſubſiſt, without 
thought; chearfulneſs riſes from it 
Joy is from the pulſe; chearfulneſs 
from the heart. That may give a mo- 
mentary flaſh of pleaſure; this along 
makes a happy man. And happy men 
there may be, who. never. laughed in 
their lives: and in a ſituation, where 
reaſon calls for the reverſe, there is. not 
in nature ſo melancholy a thing as joy. . 
M 5 JO a cloud, which 
hangs, like a , over every reſort 
of ts moral lde, (though ede 
to common eyes) which flings us not 
only into miſtakes, but contradictions. 
How ſick are we of yeſterday? yet how 
fond of to-morrow, though devoted to 
the ſame cheat as the paſt? Which flings 
us into contradictions not only in rea- 
ſonz but contradictions to ſenſe. We 
can't believe that fatigue, is fatigue. let 
it's cauſe be what it will. Too much 
recreation tires as much, as too much 
buſineſs; yet one we ſwallow; are 
choaked by the other, The man of bu- 


fine(s has, at leaſt, his ſeventh days 


reſt. Our fever for folly never inter- 
mits, Our week has no ſabbath in it. 
So. much harder is the maſter whoni we 


ſerve, than that of better men; and yet, 


: *, I * 


to our infamous honour be it 


do we run, labour, expenc!; expoſe gut- 
5 : po . b e 


— 


ſpokeny 
© we are better ſeryants than they. 2 


Po 


mind; the dark, fo 


— 
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with. horror. 2 means to make J 5 


1 1 hurt our families, reſiſt unbound- 
z eternal temptations to wiſdom; offer 
up the rich ſacxifice of conſcience, and 
uuderſtanding z watch; watch late; and 
all, but pray, for his ſervice? Quite 
jaded with protracted amuſements, we 
Yan over — The dull drone of 
nominal diverſion ſtill humming on, 
when the ſhort tune of enjoyment is over, 


Julls us quite aſleep, . Like the bear in 
the Morn hug our darling to death. 


Inſtead of rejoicing in tribulation (of 
which among us ever heard) we 
Sorrow ip delight: for, to ſpeak the 
truth, though we would not have it di- 
vulged, we tread this eternal round gf 
vanities, leſs, for the pleaſure it brings, 
than for the pain jt 2 It is a 
refuge, not a prize, Like criminals, as 
we are, we fly to it our much-1n- 
red, unforgiving foes, from ourſelves; 
hich chide and Jing us, when alone; 
when together, we ſupport each other's 
ſpirits; which is like ſailors clinging to 
each other for ſafety, when the veſſel is 
ſinking, We fly to ourſelves, becauſe 
we er fly from qur Maker, Wretched 
flight ! Hell is nothing but an intire ab- 
ſence from Him; and every partial de- 
parture has it's Froperiop of it, 
But thoſe deep draughts of Pleaſure 
which beſot us, muſt anſwer for all ab- 
ſurdities ; and, among the reſt, for our 
intire ignorance of the nature of that 
world in which we live. Mirth at a 
Funeral is ſcarce more on ang un- 
natural, than a tual flight of gaiety, 
and burſt o . in a world like 
this: a world, which may ſeem a pa- 
radiſe to fopls, but is an hoſpital with 
the wiſe : a world, in which bare eſca 


is a prime felicity, Effugere g trium:- 


Hus. 
The numberleſs N of body, and 
emn approaches to 
or diſmal] veſtibules of, the grave, as we 
as Opening graves the ſelves, are ſo 
thick ſcattered pyer the face of the whole 
earth, that an unpetrified heart cannot 
look round, without feeling an inevitabl 
damp, and general diſconſolation ; an 
venting a ſigh univerſal for the whole 
family of Adam, for the lot of all man- 
kind. Nothing but ſtrong faith in eter- 
pal life could hinder tears from burſting 
pyer it: nor are tears too much; for 


te. b | 
Were one tenth part of the wretched- 
neſs ſern, that is felt, it would ſtrike us 


| ſympathy is the chief duty gf human 


one half of the ſpecies a moral lecture to 
the other. It ſurrounds us with. deplo- 
rable objects, not more for the ſake of 
the wretched, than for our own; that our 
compaſſion awakened, may awaken, our 
prudence; and teach us what we have to 
do, by ſhewing us what we have to fear. 
Shall the rich, and the well edueated,throw 
their abundance down the fink of unpro- 
fitable and untaſted delights, while un- 
taught multitudes miſtake, and fin; and 
indigent multitudes ſhiver, and ſtarve ? 
While we think we are ſparing expences, 
we are running in debt. How are 
we in arrears to the diſtreſſed ? The diſ- 
treſſed have, from reaſon, as juſt a de- 
mand on our ſuperfluities, as we have, 
from law, on our ſtewards for our eſtates. 
But this 1s no Play-debt, and therefore, 
without diſhonour, undi (charged, 

Is then my repeated cenſure of intel 
lectual darkneſs too ſevere ? I wiſh it 
were. But, alas! how diſtant from theix 
thoughts are the points the moſt import- 
ant? How foreign to their intereſt, all 
that is neareſt their hearts ? When I ſpeak 
of their darkneſs, I do not forget my own. 
There 1s not that man on earth that does 
not well deſerve cenſure, and even from 
them. But there is difference in devia- 
tion from the right. Mulattos are not 
Ethiopians. I grant in their excuſe, that, 
though all can ſee folly in pleaſures paſt, 
yet muſt he be wiſer how Solomon, who 

ces it in thoſe to come. Yet wiſer than 
Solomon, in this reſpe&, muſt we be, or 
continue mere ideots; and ideots with 
regard to the preſent life; for this life's 


enjoy ment lies, chiefly, in our title to the 


joys of the next; as earth becomes fruit- 


ful from the kind influence of the diſtant 


ſun.. 
And now what occaſion of advancing 


any thing more to the condemnatian of 


theſe ſpns of Epicurus, and in disfavour 
of Pleaſure, than this, wiz. That by 
darkening our underſtandings, it robs us 
of this world; and by ſtupefying our 
conſciences, of the net. $0 far are 
they from their boaſted happineſs, that 
even in the judgment of a heathen (not 
to mention the Scripture, of much leſs 
authority with them,) t are dead 
while yet alive. Is demum VIVERE, 
« afque animã frui videtur; qui alicui in- 
© tentus negotio, aut artis bone, aut præ- 
* clari facinoris famam quærit. Sa luſt, 

It is ſaid of their maſter Epicurus, 
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boaſt, and 


themſelves in countenance, though out 

of heart} and make themſelves ſome 
amends from vanity, for what is 

wanting to reaſon, and to ſenſe. . 

Nor tread they their maſter's ſteps in 
this alone. e, out of a'ſwarm of 
dancing atoms was for making a world : 
they, out of a giddy whirl of innumera- 
ble amuſements, thoſe minute particles 
of Pleaſure, are for forming happineſs : 
a ſyſtem equally Ser z and 
of equal ſucceſs. Gop alone can 
make one; the God-like only can at- 
chieve the other : and where are they to 
be found in his hopeful ſchool ? _ 

The one thing neceſſary for happineſs 1s 
in common to both worlds; this, and the 
next, In vain we ſeek a different receipt 
for it, one in time, another in eternity. 
Virtue wanting, every thing elſe becomes 
neceſſary to happineſs, and ineffectual. 
To what amounts, then, the boaſt of their 
numberleſs felicities ? It brings, in proof 
of their happineſs, a demonſtration of 
their miſery. 4 — man ſhall be ſatis- 
fied from himſelf alone. A bad man ſhall 
be diffatisfied, with all the world at his 
devotion. 

But there is a third particular, in 
which, if they had followed their maſter, 
it would -have been more for their ad- 
vantage and credit: an indulgent Provi- 
dence has abundantly provided us with 
jrreproveable Pleaſures ; why are theſe 
ſwept away with an ungrateful hand, to 
make room far poiſons of our own deadly 
compoſitian, to be placed in their ſtead ? 
Epicurus was in love with his gardens. 
But that is an amour too innocent for 
them: a 2 has ever had the praiſe, 
and affection, of the wiſe, What is re- 
quiſite to make a wiſe, and happy man, 
but reflection, and peace? and both are 
the natural — of a garden, Nor is 
a garden only a promoter of a good man's 

ppineſs, but a picture of it; and, in 

ome ſort, ſhews hjm to himſelf, It's 


culture, order, fruitfulneſs, and ſecluſion 


from the world, compared to the weeds, 

Idueſs, and expoſure of a common 
keld, is no bad emblem of a good man, 
rden 


s the mind; it yreeds it of warldl 


of 
- thoughts; and ſows celeſtial ſeed in — 


ſtead. For what ſee we there, hut what 
dakens in us our gratitude to Heaven ? 
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4 their, goddeſs, Pleaſure," they do 
> paſt the fame. They loudly 
X *e#&ually deftroy it; the firſt through 
XX oantof modeſty; the laſt, through want 
= of underſtanding. But they mult keep 


A. to the virtuous is a paradiſe 
ſtiſf extant; a paradiſe unloſt. What a 
rich prefent from Heaven of ſweet incenſe 
to man, was wafted in that breeze? 
What a delightful entertainment of ſight 
lows on yonder bed, as if in Kindly 
Nees the watery bow had ſhed all it's 
moſt celeſtial colours on it? Here are no 
objects that fire the paſſions: none that 
do not inſtruct the underſtanding, aud 
better the heart, while they delight the 
ſenſe; but not the ſenſe of 2hbeſe men. 
To them the tulip has no colours; the 
roſe no ſcent : their palate for pleaſe 
is ſo deadened, and burnt out, by the 
violent ſtroke of higher taſtes, as leaves 
no ſenſibility for the ſofter impreſſions of 
theſe ; wich leſs for the reliſh of thoſe 
philoſophic, or moral, ſentiments, which 
the verdant walk, clear ſtream, embower- 
ing ſhade, wrong fruit, or riſing flower, 
thoſe ſpeechleſs, not powerleſs, orators, 
ever praiſing their great Author, inſpire ; 
won leſs ſtill for their religious int rn 

tions. Who cannot look on a flower ti 
he frightens himſelf out of Infidelity? 

Religion is the natural growth of t 
works of God; and Inhdelity, of the 
inventions of men. | 
Spiritually blind, deaf, and ſtupid, 
they ſee not the great Omnipreſent walk- 
ing in the garden ; they hear not his call; 
they know not that they are naked; they 
Hide not among the trees; but ſtand in 
open defiance of his laws. Religion is 
far from them. | | 
And where can we hope religion, if 
not in Age? And are Hecubas among 
the brigfit Helens of our times? Is di- 
verſion grown a leveller, like death ? Can 
aſſemblies baniſh diſtinction, and fhew 
us all dates, like church-yards ? the lat- 
ter, for their years, is the more proper 
ſcene. Give me leave, Sir, to addreſs 
them; and addreſs them in haſte: they 
may die by to-morrow. To- night they 
are ſhining at the aſſembly. Thither, 
for a moment, imagination tranſports me 

to attend them. | 

So various, Ladies! and cogent, are 
the reaſons which might call you to 
this place, that I am at a loſs which to 
thank for the honour it receives. Come 
you to admire, or to be admired ? Your 
modeſty declines the laſt, Come you 
out of kindneſs, then, to authorize 
thoſe amuſements, you chuſe not ta 
adorn ? or come you, out of compal. 
hon, to make theſe young criminals 
appear more innocent, than they could 
appcar uncompared with {uperior 2 
| 11. 
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'* diſcretion? or come you, out of piety, 
to return thanks at 4 
© for your er the grave? 
or come you, out of pure roſity, 
0 e the mirth of 8 ? 
Vour point is carried, What borrow- 
ed ornaments are theſe ? Is vanity {tft 
© in it's fpritig ? Is the folly of hairleſs 
© heads putting forth it's gay bloſſoms 
in the December of life? Age cannot 
* drop it's dignity, and yet retain it's 
© privileges. It muſt be laugh'd at, if 
. it will not be revered ; and objects of 
© reverence cannot 'enter at theſe doors. 
We reverence age, as we reverence 
© noble birth; on ſuppoſition, both: if our 
© ſuþpohtion proves — homage dies. 
A little entertainment, you ſay, is 
© natural..-What a portentous jumble 
© of Teaſons, what a violation of Nature 
© is tlüs; Winter dancing with the 
Spring? Where are the firſt partakers 
* of your paſtimes, when pattimes be- 
© came you? Their very monuments are 
© in ruins. What real connection of 
© heaxt, or intereſts, can you have with 
any now alive? And without ſuch 
<.conneftion,, how inſipid your com- 
©*merce with them? Sure you cannot ap- 
« prove Mezentius's connection of the 
F . witli the Dead. 

* Hang your hours, though, proba- 
© bly, ſo few, ſo very heavy on your 
©. hands, that you had rather bear con- 
5 tewpt, than them? Is it drowned by 
« the ſprightly viol, or hear you yon 
« ſolemn bell? Wants that the power 
© to-call you to your cloſets, which 
calls your grand-children to their 
C * Is it thus you diſcharge the 
© duties of age to the riſing generation? 
Whatever feeds of prudence you would 
© ſow in their hearts, before they can take 
© root, theſe vanitics blow Away; eſpe- 
© cially, if you, like the ladies of . Lap- 
© land, heighten the Hurricane* your- 
© ſelves. | 

Have you never heard, my good 
© Ladies! of the Redemption of Time ? 

.« You. carry your's to market, and ſell it 
© for nothing; nay, you dearly buy it 
© off your hands, Can nothing but ſuch 
© trifles, ſuch murder of time, make you 
© think that you are alive? Can nothing 
but the ſtroke of death convince you, 
„ yqu ſhall die? To their beauty alone, 
too much amuſement is forgiven, even 
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« ſmiles in vain. 


c n beauty? 
© If you will call it to your aid, virtue 
can reconcile our r to wrinkles. 
It can render age amiable, when bloom 
But vice, and defor- 
* mity, when twiſted together, is ſuch 
* a Gorgon, as turns the tendereſt heart 
into ſtone. | 

© Pardon, Ladies! that I preſume to 
call that vice, which you will ſoften 
* by ſome milder name. What is inno- 
© cence in youth, may he vice in years. 
« Beſides, mark the miſchief of what 
© you call harmleſs expedients to ſmoothe 
the rugged path of life, You ſpread 
© that path with ſnares, to the rum of 
* thoſe you love. You make parental 
* authority, that natural 2 er of 
youth, their temptation to folly z and 
* filial obedience, ſo lovely, fo pious, the 
© ſtrange cauſe of their crimes. Through 
ſuch mazes of more than. folly, when 
parents lead the way; children, out 
of pure duty, may tread their wrong 
- eps. Or, if they have more diſcern» 
ment,.or more grace ; what follows ? 
— What you yourſelves will be ſhocked 
to hear; and I to tell: a daughter 
bluſhing for her who hore her. Which, 


3 3«s.  I_ ED. TH Se 


© been the too memorable, and too des 
« plorable, caſe.” ' 


Here I would fain leave off, and throw - 


a mantle over the nakedneſs of our own 
ſex : but that would be too great par- 
tiality. It is too ſure Adam alfo fell. 
As I have ſpoken to his daughters, I muſt 
ſpeak, Sir, by your permiſſion, now to his 
aged ſons. I can ſpeak with more free · 
dom to theſe: I was forced to fpare bis 
daughters, out of decency. ' 
© Ye firſt on roll for eternity! wh 

© this waſte of time? Why is it's date 
quite eraſed? Your ſpruce appearance 
*,18 a perfect forgery. And deſerves it 
* not the wonted penalty for it? You, 
for whom it is almoſt as unnatural, as 
* for a. mole, to be ſeen above-ground, 
* what mean you by treſpaſſing on this 
* nether world? Or if here, ye deſerters 


© from death! to whoſe corps you be- 


* long, why liſt into ſo. foreign 2 
* ſervice? Death, the mare kei wi ty 
© the. more formidable he grows. But 
© how could you forget him, wha have 
* ſeen him ſnatching from your boſons 


"Qs | * ſuch numbers of your friends? Has he 
© inthe young. What then, have youto * fo often knocked at the next door, and 
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ſo frequently ſhook his launce in vain ? 
Will you er into the graze on your 
4 road to the ball? Vou, who, one full 
« age of man expired, commence a new, 
« with all the wantonneſs of youth, by 
an antichriſtian regeneration ; a ſecond 
« birth into all the foibles of a fenfual 
* < life Conſider, what tender reverence, 
7 + what reſpe& mixt with compaſſion, is 
> © paid to years owning their infirmities, 
« and ſupporting them, as they ought. 
But infurmities of body diflembled, that 
« thoſe of the mind may be the more in- 
dulged ; a vicious mind nine on a 
© jaded body into ſhame ; this calls not 
* only for the ſcorn, but deteſtat ion, of 

© mankind. 


* Conſider, Sirs! is there not ſome 


miſtake ? Do not your minds, through 
diſorder of the machine, go too flow, 
andmiſrepreſent the time of day? elle, 
how could men, who have not ſpace 
ſufficient left between them, and their 
graves, for life's wonted deluſions to 
diſplay their gay phantoms ; who can 
hardly hope to repeat to-morrow the 
farce of to-day ; (till perſiſt to be boys? 
Young. men, indeed, may ſee viſions 
of what never ſhall come to paſs; and 
be raviſhed with them: but old men 
in their ſenſes. cannot fo- much as 
= © drcamdreams of delight; ſuch dulight, 
© ©. I mean, as yqurs. What delight can 
© « theſe gay ſcenes afford you? I ſhould 
= © think you ſhould be more mortified, 


© a 1 a DD a: a:0 © © © & © 


than amuſed; where you ſcarce can ſee 


22 face that does not make you look 


twenty years older than before. Hope 


you any regard, or affection among 
= © them? No; deſpair even of toleration, 
but when theſe Moderne, for amuſe- 
= © ment, dip into you, as into chronolo- 
++. gical tables, to know what happened 
before the food: find friends in coevals, 
or deſpair. 
Indeed, my good friends, in an- 
ſenſe, molt certainly, you are ſtran 
upon earth, why will you not be ſo in 
_ © the bat? That you might be ſo in the 
belt, is, probably, the ſole reaſon you 


« are ſtill alive, © Men in years, and the 


* Clergy, are the two natural ſupports 
© of virtue and religion; that is, the 
* two columns on which public welfare 
© is built; And the firſt is the ſtronger, 
5 as chere is leſs prejudice againſt it, 
They both have higher obligations to 
> * wildom than other men: and if the 
© © world fees thoſe higher obligations fail 


3 4 * of their due etfec, their conſciences 
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vill fit eaſier under the ehen of their 
© own. The Clergy are volunteers ; the 
© Aged are preſſed by nature into the 
© ſervice of wiſdom : and if they both 
© deſart, Vice may triumph without a 
battle; and Virtue fall without- a 
© mourner. | 

© Ye ſi e men of rank, and parts! a 
© common ſoldier (your contempt, no 
doubt) ſhall reproach-you. One © 
them, requeltng diſmiſhon from 
© Charles Vth, gave this reaſon for it 
« Inter vitæ negotia extremumgue dliem 
« oportet aliguad temporis intereedere,”* 
Much more, ** inter vite voluptates,"* 
© and our laſt hour. Will you go to 
C 2 with your eyes ſhut, as 
Plutarch tells you the Spartans went 
© to their beds in the dark? If fo, as 
« reaſonable men in years enter their 
* graves, as a harbour; you will ſtrike 
© on yours, as on a rock. You do not 
only expole yourſelves, but your whole 
© ſpecies. When they that have moft 
< reaſon to be wile, are the fartheſt from 
© it; it ſinks the dignity of our common 
nature; brings, beyond all other enor- 
© mities, a reproach on mankind ; and 
gives each individual, as a ſufferer, as 
a ſharer in the ſcandal, a juſt right not 
only of cenſure, but revenge. 

This will excuſe my 2 at 
* two notorious offenders; and therefore 
© T ſhall dare name them. Who are 
© they, but Sedbury, and Torrilmond ? 
© Their pictures have been partly drawn 
© by the famous Seymour : I ſhall {ketch 
© the reſt. Theſe are two perfect heroes 
© in this tranſgreſſion; old offenders in 
an offence, which, till old, they coul 
not begin: who join the gallantries o 
Paris to the years of Neſtor : who read 
a play-bill, and a bill of mortality, 
with the ſame ſenſation, and aſpe& : 
© who can amuſe themſelves with a 
Cathedral Service; and go for ay 
© hour's drver/ion to the Funeral of ag 
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© friend! f 


© How many friends have they loſt ? 
that is, how often has their confidence 
in the world been ſhaken at the root? 
and give they ſtill full proof of their 
obſtinate adherence to, and cordial in- 
corporation with, it? Has it not daily 
crumbled away in their fingers? and 
will they hug it ſtill? How can their 
hearts ſtill ſwell with thoſe flattened 
bubbles of idle joy, ſo often prickeck 
© by death? 2 „ 
© Ye two antediluvian Youths! what 
# greater 
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founding ſeaſona, and not giving their 
reſpective appropriations to the different 


credit, that is out of character; and 
credit you affect, no one more. If you 
would find it, let theſe gentle hints, 
like the light touch of a magic wand, 
make you ſhrink from your vernal 
bloom; and wither at leait to the de- 
cencies of fourſcore; for I would make 
you ſome allowance ſtill, 

Know you not that they who in their 
wrinkled decline outdive in folly the 
temerities of youth, and die immaturely 
at twice the age of man, are void of 
ſhame from cenſure human, and di- 
vine; quite callous to God, and Men? 
Know you not that ſuch faults after 
ſeventy are as ſeverely judged by this 
world, as the next? To be born like' 
a wild aſs's colt, is natural; but not to 
live fo, and retain the colt's tooth, 
when all the man's are fallen out. 
Time was, when to Centaurize was 
leſs ridiculous. But unleſs your eque- 
ſtrian part is now di ſmiſſed, laughter is 
irreſiſtible, as your friend Horace aſ- 
ſures you: 
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Solve ſeneſcentem mature ſanus equum, 
ne 
. Par re ridendes, 


Inſtead of ſurfeiting every public place 
with your ungodly om nipreſence, you 
ſhould be reſerved as the great Mogul. 
A little ſelf-annihilation would be the 
wiſeſt way even for your own vanity; 
for the more we forget our age, the 
more we remind er ge of it; 82 on 
dunger we would appear, ſo much 
Ader hal we look, in 7 but our 
own. 
© Yes, Gentlemen! to preſerve. your 
© dignity, retire like Eaſtern Kings, And 
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© kings, indeed, you may be, and glo- 


E rious ones too, if you will be wiſe; 
© For © Wiſdom is the Crown of old 
© age; and the Fear of the Lord is it's 
«c ru. 

Since the witchcraft of Pleaſure is ſo 
ſtrong as to turn young men into old, by 


their iufirmities; and old into young, by 


their affectation, and conceit ; let us loo 

à little more narrowly into the perverſe 

compoſition of that marvellous being, 

which we ſtyle a Man of Pleaſure ; and 

m * 3 it poſſible, like an ana- 
$ ot it. 

bu The man of Pleaſure (though I fear he 
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folly on earth than that of con- 


periods of life? Nothing can be in 


ne ver aſked himſelf the queſtion) of what 
nature, ſpecies, or rank in the creation; 
conceives he himſelf to be? Does this 
yet unconſtrued, u red creature, 
conſider himſelf as an immortal being 
or only as a rational? or as a mereanimal? 
If as an Immortal, let him regard things 
eternal: if as a Rational, letreaſon reign : 
if as a mere Animal, let him indulge ap- 
petite: but not go beyond it; when ap- 
petite is ſatisfied, an animal's meal is 
over: if as a compoſition of all three; let 
it not be a confuſion of them; let it be a 
compojition ; and order alone can preſerve 
that name. | | 
Noz he is for neither of theſe. He is 
an Immortal, without a ſenſe of Immor- 
tality. He is a Rational, dethroning 
Reaſon; and an Animal, tranſgreſſing 
Appetite: an unhappy combination, a 
wretched chaos of all, without the benefit 
of either: nay, a ſufferer from each, be- 
cauſe an abuſer of all. They are not, as 
Heaven deſigned them, three 
alliance for bh happineſs; but three con- 
ſpirators, of his own making, againſt his 


Ce. 


man ruin; Appetite, Reaſon, and Im- 
mortality, violate, and are violated by, 
each other. Subtle Reaſon finds arts, and 
arguments totempt Appetite beyond her 
bounds. Unbounded Appetite with ſtu- 
pefying ſenſualities bribes Reaſon to drop 

r dominion. 
renders blind Immortality regardle 
things eternal: and they being diſregard- 
ed, all Immortality's boundleſs powers, 
and defires, devolve on things temporal; 
and deyolved on them, with violence im- 
pel depoſed Reaſon, and riotous Appe- 
tite, to monſtrous lengths of extraya- 
gance, which had otherwiſe lainquite be- 
youd both their power, and deſire. 

Thus ſtands the perplexed, and hither- 
to, not unravelled caſe. The Man, in his 
conſtitution, debauches the Brute: the 
Brute debauched, dethrones the Man: 
the dethroned Man, and debauched Brute, 
join in rebellion againſt the Immortal: 
the ſubdued Immortal reſigns to them 
it's infinite powers and deſires; which 
they exert to the deſtruction abſolute of 
all three. f 

The Man, if not in allrance with an 

mmortal, never would have had an un- 
bounded power and deſire. If not in al- 
liance with a Brute, he never would have 
de baſed them to mean, and ſordid ends; 
never would have confined them to things 
o 


arties in 


For mark this immoral maze of hu - 


Her dominion _— 
s of 
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oclow: but being joined to both, and, 
| perverlenels, and ſtupidity, ren- 
«celeſtial Immortality inglorious, 
and terreſtrial Brutality more brutal, he 
creates à far more miſerable Being than 
either of them apart could poſſibly have 
been. We may therefore congratulate 
the nere Brute on his high precogative 
of being incapable of 2 uch a 
monſter of rationality as this. und the 
Man of Pleaſure, if modeſt, will, for 
FT the future, give the wall to his horſe. 
lle, like Codrus, diſguiſes his dignity 
A 7 to ruſh into danger; and happy for him, 
= if he meets with nothing worſe than 
death. ; 

* Reaſon, and Immortality, the Max, 
and the Imwnortal, theſe only occaſion the 
calamity; and the poor Animal, an inno- 
cent ally, muſt ſuffer with them. 

If your Siſter's favourites will contem- 
plate themſelves in any glaſs but their 
own, let them look in this true mirror; 


__ 


4 g And though the fratures are ſomewhat 


monſtrous, let them not diſown them; 
ſince they may change them when they 
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= pleaſe; and they are pictured ſo minute- 
ly, that they. may be the more inclined 
® ſa to do. F or what a hideous ruin of 
© humanity is this? The world after the 
* deluge, a leſs melancholy fight. Such 
> ſhocking footſteps ſin leaves behind it, 
in nature animate, and inanimate, Rea- 
* ſon, and Virtue, are the ſole beauty, and 
fole ſalvation, of all. Through all her 
realms Creation groans without it. The 
© Deity is all reaſon in his nature, con- 
| duct, and commands. The great, in- 
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variable, eternal Alternative, throughout 
his creation, is, or Reaſon, or Ruin. To 
> how many ears in this happy Metropo- 
: lis is this diſmal news? 
I was going to ſay, that reaſon is the 
& ſolc baſis of happineſs; but it is not. There 
are three kinds of happineſs on earth, gra- 
5 — leſs, and leſs. There is a happi- 
neſs from the exertion of reaſon, where 
reaſon is given: this is the happineſs of 

a Man. There is an inferior happineſs 


from the gratification of ſenſe, where rta- 


> ſon is denied: this is the happineſs of a 
Brute. And there is a calamitous happi- 
neſs wherereaſonis ſuppreſſed, or abuſed: 
and this 1s the happineſs of. a. #retch. 
You fee then in what line of happineſs 
our fine men myſt be content to rank. 

I know your Siſter will call my analyſis 
above, a Labyrinth of Sophiſtry. I will 
therefore give the Man of Pleaſure's cha- 


8 racter in a manner leſs perplexed, and 
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which ſhe may probably cenſure as too 


plain; and may with a clue were want- 
ing to find the meaning, 

He is one, who, deſirous of bei 
more happy than any man car be, is lets 
happy than moſt men are. 

One, who ſeeks happineſs every where, 
but where it is to be found. - 

One, who out-tails the labourer, n 
only without his wages, but paying dear. 
ly "An it. 


He is an Immortal being, that has but 
two marks of a man about him, upright 
ſtature, and the power of playing the 
fool, Which a monkey has not. 

He is an Immortal being, that tri- 
umphs in this ſingle, deplorable, and yet 
falſe hope, that he (hall be as happy as a 
monkey when theyare both dead; though 
he deſpairs of being ſo, while yet alive. 

He is an Immortal being, that would 
loſe none of it's m/ darling delights, if 
he were a Brute in the mire; but would 
loſe them all intirely, if he were an Angel 
in Heaven, 

It is certain, therefore, that he defires 
not to be there: and if he not ſo much 
as deferes it now, how can he ever hope it, 
when his day of diſſipation is over? And 
if no hope— what is our Man of Plea- 
ſure? a man of diſtraction, and deſpair, 
to-morrow, 

And who would buy to-day ſo dear, if 
it were ſo to be bought? as certainly it is 
not. Doubtleſs the true Man of Pleaſure 
is he, who preſerves order in his com- 


| 228 nature; and gives the Animal, 


ational, and Immortal, their reſpective 
dues. Who, as Immortal, places in the 
ſupreme Being his ſupreme delight; and, 
as Rational, — ſuperſtitious auſte- 
rities, and, as Auimal, too great indul- 
gencies; admits of all cular enjoy ments 
that are ſtrictly conſiſtent with his/ußreme. 
The true, and falſe, Man of Pleature are 
brothers; born of the ſame parent, wiz. 
an incxtinguthable love of delight: but 
ſo ſuperior is one to the other, that like 
the Ebled brothers Caſtor and Pollux, 
one may be ſaid to be in Heaven, the 
other on earth. | 
To be more explicit, I would gather 
three particular branches from this ge- 
neral root of happineſs, and preſent them 
to your Siſter, as a ſpecimen of the reſt. 
here is no man of Pleaſure without 
his Eve: no Eve without her Serpent; 
no Serpent without it's Sting. He that 
knows not the pure delight, and ever- 
growing n of a chaſte Love, 


.knows 
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knows not the moſt that the faireſt can 


beſtow. 


He that knows not the ſound cordia- 
lity, and conftint warmth of a diſinte- 


reſted friendſhip, knows not the moſt 


that man can enjoy from man. 

He that keeps not open a conſtant in- 
tercourſe with Heaven by frequent fer- 
vors of rational devotion, knows not a 
joy ſtill ſublimer than both. 

What are the joys of vice, compared 
to theſe? What think their deluded ad- 
mirers of a magnanimous triumph over 
ſtroug temptation; of a ſweet repoſe in 
divine favour and protection; of an inde- 
f-aſible right to life eternal? Is there not 


a certain grandeur, and ſolidity of hap- 


-pineſs in this? Is not this better than 
ranging from the gaming-houſe to bro- 
thels; and with other little r. 
ron nox10us, liquoriſh, inſects, to be 
xing on every nuiſance for delight? Sons 
of Beelzebub the God of Flies. I like 
not a certain, modeſt. faintheartedneſs in 
the friends, and advocates of what is 
Tight. A Chriitian ſhould let all ſee what 
an animation there is inChriſtianity above 
all that the world may admire beſides. 
Chriſtianity ſhould be the boaſt, as well 
as comfort, of our hearts. 
And now if we inquire after the cauſe 
which has brought us into that Fool's 
Paradiſe, on which I have dwelt fo long, 
we ſhall ſee with what good reaſon Plea- 
ſure, and Infidelity, are joined together in 
my plan. 
he Scripture aſcrihes the conqueſt of 
the world, that is, of it's pleaſures, to 
Faith; and is very copious inenumeratin 
renowned inſtances of it. Were Faith 
as prevalent in us, we too ſhould prove 
Alexanders in the moral world. All a- 
, that ſeveral goods being propoſed 
en ultimate enjoyment, it is impoſſi- 
ble in our xeture not to chuſe the be,. 
All agree, that God's promiſes are better 
than any thing we can carve for our- 
ſelves. And all agree, that they are in- 
conſiſtent with ſin. So that he who will 


take out his portion in this life, ruff 


loſe it in the next. What then, againſt 


gur nature, and againſt our reaſon, hin- 


ders us from proſecuting our chieſeft 


. 


able into that alone. | 
For inſtance, Our temptations are of 


Good? Want of Faith. All is reſolve- 


two Kinds. From things that grieve, or 
things that pleaſe; the former fright, the 


latter allure us, from our virtue. From 


poverty, pain, diſgrace, or perſecution, 


ON PLEASURE, 


miſes, that He will ſuccour us in thoſe 
* exigencies; and deliver us in his good 
time; and make all things work toge- 


© ther for our good. On the other hand, 
when Pleaſure intices, and carries it's 
point; we do not think thoſe pleaſures, © 


they what they will, preferable to 
Heaven. 
and the ſoul 1s eager for preſent good. 
But why is Heaven at a diſtance? for 
want of Faith; for Faith is the ſub- 
* flance of things hoped for; and the evi- 
© dence uf things not ſeen." It antedates 


the exiſtence of that which is future; 


makes our converſation in Heaven, 


though ſtill in the Body; aſſoc iates us 
with Angels, though in our Solitude; 


and gives us greater joy in contem- 
3 than the world can give in 

and. This is true, or the conduct 
of thoſe heroes in Scripture had been im- 
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A 
ve fly to falſhood, or fraud, for eſcape. 
But thoſe ills are not the immediate cauſs 
of it; but want of Faith in God's pro- ** 


But Heaven is at a diſtance, 


practicable! and they, like ourſelves, 3 


were mere men. Thus Infidelity leads 
to Pleaſure; and Pleaſure confirms Infide- 
lity; and both together conſummate Ruin. 

Theſe Gentlemen ſeem to think that 
the world was made in jeſt; that there is 
nothing of moment, or ſerious in it. 
There 1s nothing elſe. There is not a 
Fly, but has had infinite wiſdom con- 
cerned, not only in it's ſtructure, but in 
it's deſtination, And was Man made 
only to flatter, ſing, and expire? 'A mere 
expletive in the mighty work, the mar- 
vellous operations of the Almighty?-Is 
joy their point? He that to the beſt of his 


power has ſecured the final fake has a 


fons perennis of joy within him. He i: 
ſatisfied frem himſelf. They, his reverſe, 
borrow all from without. Joy wholly 
from without, is falſe, precarious, and 


-ſhort. From without it may be gathered; 


but, like gathered flowers, though fair, 
and ſweet for a ſeaſon, it muſt ſoon wi- 
ther, and become offenſive. Joy from 
within, is like ſmelling the roſe on the 
tree; it 1s more ſweet and fair; it is laſt- 
ing; and, I muſt add, immortal. 

As, therefore, I have above offered 
theſe Gentlemen three expedients for 
happineſs; to perſuade their acceptance 


of them, I ſhall now give three ſhort 


Maxims, which will fit light on their 
memories, and, I hope, in time, eaſy on 


their hearts. 


He that will not fear, ſhall feel the 
He 


wrath of Heaven, 
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He that lives in the kingdom of Senſẽ 


iy all die in the e of Sorrow. 


He ſhall never truly enjoy his preſent 
our, who never thinks on his laft. 
Let your Siſter, dear Sir, tell her grey 


7M pretty fellows, who are Apoſtles to theſe 


IJ E Gentiles, that, if they can advance three 
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Maxims of greater truth; or three expe- 
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dients of greater efficacy to happineſs, 
than thoſe above-mentioned; I am their 
convert; I exchange my Bible for Bo- 
lingbroke; and prepare for the Ball: for 
N. B. I am but Fourſcore. 

With beſt wiſhes to you, and thoſe 
you love, that is, all Mankind; I am, 
dear Sir, not affettionately, yours. 


LET I: EN MI. 
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DPFAR SIR 3 
HE contents of your letter damp 

my joy in hearing from you. Even 

a good man's approaching death ſtrikes 
us with ſome concern. I am ſorry that 
the ſting, which Pleaſure left in your un- 
happy Friend, o:calions fo ſwift a de- 
cline, How naturally we lay hold on 
Heaven, when the world ſinks under us, 
and will ſport our hopes no more! 
The Piece of Devotion which you delire, 
you ſhall receive in my next. I cannot 


reflect on your Friend's diſtreſs, and a 
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noble youth whom I myſelf attende.! in 


his Extremes, without dwelling {till 
= longer on Pleaſure, which has colt the 
= world ſo dear. 


If Diſeaſe, and Infirmity, make us 


WE gaily viſits in the perſons of our Neigh- 
® bours, and Friends; and Death, by the 
= ſame — 


meſſengers, gives us fre- 
quent notice that he will be with us ſoon: 


If, when Death arrives, all Mankind, 


however divided before, unanimoully 


cloſe in one Opinion, and one With: 

If libertine Enjoyments haiten the ap- 
proach, and heighten the dread, and em- 
bitter the conſequences, of Death: 

If Death is the ſingle event ſure, and 
Virtue the ſingle purſuit indefeaſible; and 
the Divine Favour the ſingle point of ab- 


> ſolute Importance: 


If that favour comes ſo cheap, that 
the very leavings (in time, care, and ex- 
pence) of our real enjoyments, would go 
a great way in the purchaſe of it: 

If the Martyr's blood makes that pur- 
chaſe ſure; and it is impoſſible that Mar- 
tyrdom, and Yoluptuouſneſs, ſhould ſhare 


the ſame fate: | 

If the Fate to be ſharedis endleſs; and 
this Life but as a moment to an age; and 
an age not a moment to Eternity; and E- 
ternity as much ours, as the preſent hour: 


If he, that is over- fond of the pre/ent, 
or high in expectation from any fulure 
hour, either knows not this worid; er 
believes not in the next: \ 

If all this is true; that is, if it is day 
at noon; how. happy, like your friend 
Euſebius, to ſtrike carly into the right 
path; and not fo long to flumber in in- 
dulgence, like the noble Vouth (of whom 
I all foon ſpeak) as to ſutter the Birth - 
day of our underſtanding to be the laſt 
day of our lives? 

I told you, in a former letter, that I 
would give you your Friend. Euſebius's 
character at large; not, to be ſure, for 
your information; but to place him in 
oppolition to the Men of Pleajure: and fo, 

Facem preferre pudendis. Joy. 
that their Deformity may be ſet in a 
ſtronger light, for the benefit of thoſe 
weak eyes, who cannot ſee a mountain 
without ſpectac les; with whom a Centaur 
paſſes for a Man. Or, rather, who 
think a Man of Pleaſure an extremely 
happy creature, and, with antient Aſtro- 
nomers, place the Centaur in Heaven. 
Their Sagittarius there, or eternal Hun- 
ter, ever aiming at Pleaſure, and ever 
miſſing his mark. How very much, the 
character of Euſebius will plainly ſhew, 

Men of Pleaſure, notwithſtanding all 
the thorns they meet with in their ſiowery 
path, imagine all would enter it, but for 
want of Taſte, or Spirit, or Purſe: Euſe- 
bius wants none of theſe. He wants not 
a Taſte for aught that can gratify either 
Imagination or Senſe; that can make a 
Coxcomb, or a Debauche; but he is nei- 

ther. Nor wants he a Purſe, or Heart, 
to oy thoſe gratifications. His Purle 
is large; larger his Heart ; but not cor- 


rupt, and nobly wrong. He is. young 
| E 2 gay, 
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of objects and makes all others 
- Virtue itſelf is the greateſt of Pleaſures, 
and of all other Pleaſures redoubles the 
delight. 
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gay, rich, expenſive. So far he is with 
them; but will leave them ſoon, as the 
fun flides from under an eclipſe. His 
riches widen the circle of his virtues. 
heir riches increaſe the number of their 
crimes. There are two kinds of expence: 
w both, Riches make themſelves wings, 
and fly away. But widely d*Ferent their 
flight: in one, they fly away as an Eagle 
towards Heaven, In their flight beau- 
tiful, and celeſtial in their end. In the 
other, they fly awiy as an Owt to the De- 
fart; ungracious, and ill-omened, in 
their flight, and ending in the Deſart of 
Ignominpy, and Ruin. | 
Euſebius, though liberal to the de- 
mands of Nature, Rank, and Duty; 
ſtarves Vice, Caprice, and Folly. Thefe 
(the great cormorants of gold) he ſends 
begging to their doors; they, as old inti- 
mates, welcome, and embrace them all. 
And, if they have not thrice the fortune 


of Euſebius, mult ſoon be Beggors them - 


telves., While he, with one half they 

fink in a debauch, lifts Beggars (Beg- 
ars, I mean from Fortune, not from 
Folly) into the real comforts of life. 

He too has his Amuſerents; but not 
ſich as deaden, but revive: ſuch as fe- 
c-ver the relaxed tone of application; re- 

bus are eſſen- 
tial, though pauſing, parts of noble, well- 
judging Fr ry. He ſtarts not at a 
maſquerade: nor thinks cards the books 
But thinks all our diver- 
lions like long books, that were better 


epitomiz'd; or, like the books of the 


Sybil, Which, as they were leſſened in 
number, role in their price. 

He, as well as they, has his parks, 
gardens, grottos, caſcades, ftatues, 


paintings, &c. but enjoys them more.” 
Not becauſe his are hetter than theirs, 


but becauſe he 1s better than they. His 


paintings have beauties unborrowed from 


the pencil; and his ſtatues in hrs eyes 
appear, like Pygmalion's, to live; though 
mere marble in theirs. His all-animat- 
ing joy within gives graces to Art, and 


"ſmiles to Nature, inviſible to common 
eyes. Objects of ſenſe, and b N 
for their greater power of pleaſing, are 


indebted to the goodneſs of his heart. 
For as the Sun is itſelf the moſt _— 
ine, ſo 


He, and they, though they both value 
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Riches, yet entertain widely different opi- 
nions about them. He conſiders a great 
fortune, as his being put, by a kind Pro- 
vidence, into it's honourable commiſſiou 
for doing much Good. They conſider it 
as a Privilege, or, at leaſt, as an Excuſc, 
for the contrary. He, ſurveying his 
ample arcades, and lofty domes, rejoices 
more in what benefits others, than what 
aggrandizes himſelf: rejoices more in 
conſidering how many mouths he has fed, 
than in conſidering how many eyes he 
has drawn. He triumphs in reflecting 
to what numbers he has been enabled, by 
the Divine Indulgence, to turn, without 
a miracle, thoſe Stones into Bread. They 
from their huge Babel-like Buildings, 
contract a Babel-like Pride, which turns, 
with regard to thoſe beneath them, thei: 
hearts into Stone. Such Men, in effect, 
build downward, are the more ignobie, 
that is the lower, for their Height. 

He thinks, that Heaven's rich dona- 
tions imply in them ſome transfer to the 
public: They think they imply a transfer 
of the public homage to themſelves. In- 
ſtead of imagining his Grandeur to be a 
demand on the public for it's homage, he 
looks on it as the public's demand on him 
for Bounty, and Patronage, of which they 
have erected ſu h proud promiſes; and 
by them raiſed ſo juſt an expectation. 
He thinks, that their Riches (how 
ſtrangely ſoever it may ſound) run them 
in debt; and that not to benefit, is, to 
defraud. 

His Humility is equal to his Magni- 
ficence; and as Magnificence with Hu- 
mility ſpeaks more regard forothers, than 


himſelf, it eſcapes Envy, and enſures ge- 


neral + © many Their Pride defeats therr 
Magnihcence, and robs it of that Ap- 
plauſe, which is it's ſingle aim: for ir is 
a great authority which tells us, Tho! 
Pride is a Tree which eats up it's ow: 
Fruit. 


He knows (what They conſider not) 


that ſplendid ſuperiorities cannot be neu- 
tral, with regard to the characters of thole 
who poſſeſs them; that, therefore, men 


poſſeis them at their peril; that they mutt 


degrade, if — — not exalt them. That 
Heaven, which, in ſpight of differcut 
ranks, levels Happineſs, deſigned it as the 


- peculiar curſe of the Great (if they de- 


ſerve it) to be leſſened by Grandeur, and 
illuſtriouſſy diſgraced. That, if apes, 
and crvcodiles, men hurtful, or ridiculous, 


inhabit ſuperb piles, they muſt 8 
| | 0 


- 
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5 of being worſhipped; thou 
© vain and keen appetite for public in- 
cenſe, they never had been built. 


You ſee in how many points theſe 


men fall ſhort of Euſebius in Pleaſure. 
| from expence; which, notwithitanding, 


is an article on which they pique them- 
ſelves not a little. And give me leave 
to ſubjoin one more particular, which 
will affect them leſs than the former, 
though it ought to affect them moſt of 
all: Hit wealth has ſubterranean channels; 
bleſſes unſeen; and colts the relieved 
neither bluſhes, nor thanks. Not one 
Priſon have they opene |; not one Tear 
have they dried; which might ſpeak in 
their favour, when their own begin to 
flow. The Sorrows we have relieved are 
the ſureſt ſupport in our own. The belt 
that can be ſaid of their expences, is, that 
they are an unwilling Encomium on 
thoſe of your Friend. 

Senſual, of all our pleaſures, are the 
meaneſt; how low muſt a ſoul celettial 
ſtoop for them? Yet theſe, our thirſty 
Spungesof Senſuality, who ſuck upevery 
drop of it, in or out of, theie way, though 
they take up the dirt with it, prefer to 
all the reſt. And in theſe, if in any, they 
will venture to diſpute kis ſuperiority. 
But, for reaſons, ſome already men- 
tioned; mere, moſt obvious, He is their 
ſuperior, in theſe. In pleaſures 7el- 
lectual, how far are they behind him? and 
then the moral, they are all his own, It 
is one of their minute, and meagre plea- 
ſures, profeſſedly to decline them: and 
theſe are the ſſpreme. Moral pleaſures, 
though taintly (in this imperfect ſtate, ) 
yet truly taſte of Heaven; and, what is 
more, inſure that Heaven of which they 
taite. And what an ineſtimable ſupe- 
riority is this? He that can think of 
death undiſmayed, 


Extremung ; diem vitæ inter murera penit. 
Luc. 


has more enjoyment, even in diſtreſs, 
than they in triumph, with every vain 
amuſement turning Reaſon out of doors, 
leit it ſhould wound them. with one 
whiſper of the grave. On how many 
melancholy occations in life ſhould we 
be glad of an aſylum to which to fly? 
How thould we be tranſported with a 
thonght that had infallible comfort in it? 
and that thought can be but one; and 
that one, it is the conſtant aim, labour, 
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ch butthrough may boaſt, of theſe wiſe men, to de- 
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ſtroy. 

Euſehius's love of Pleaſure is equal to 
theirs; whence then this vaſt inequality 
of Happineſs? He commands his plea- 
ſures, ſome he cultivates; ſome ad- 
mits cautiouſly ; others ſends bluthing 
away. Their pleaſures domizeer ; ſcout 
them away on vileſt errands; bid them 
throw their patrimony in the dirt of 
Proſtitution, or Debauch; or dungeon 
them in midnight dens of Fraud, and De- 
ſtruction; and command them to wil 
it away with a loſing Card; or ſtamp it 
to nothing with a deſperate Dye. What 
{ſcaffolds of fatal execution are thoſe 
guilty Boards, where moments determine 
on fortunes for life; and Rage and Diſ- 
tration threaten ruin eternal? 

From this thyaidom to their pleaſures, 
this wretched impotence of heart, it 13 
that while he has but one, and that a moſt 
gracious Maſter, they have as many ty- 
rants as there are follies, and vices, in 
the world. Ten times a day they change 
their Pharaoh; and why? becauſe his 
wages are ſo poor. They have it, in- 
deed, in their power to change their 
maſter, but not to break their chain. 

The Romans once pretended that they 
had a golden fhield which fell from 
Heaven, To ſecure it from theft, they 
laid it up among eleven others made of 
brats. This ex; edient had been unns- 
ceſſary againſt heir wilttlom. They 
run away by choice with the eleven 
counterfeits; with a multitude of falſe, 
ineffectual plcatures, and leave the cc- 
leſtial, as of no value, to men of leſs un- 
derſtanding.-Virtue, the delight of 
Eufebius, is a celeſtial ſhield againſt 
every evil of human lite. Their plea- 
ſures are rather ſworcls, that pierce tbem 
through with many /orrows. ; 

The contrait now itrong! Their 
pleaſures die in fruition, and are re- 
meinbered with regret. His ſurvive 
the preſent actual enjoyment, and are 
as tweet in retroſpeft, as in hand. 
Theirs leſſen on repetition 3 hisancreale; 
theirs create, and aggravate, calamities; 
his avert molt, and alleviate the reſt: 
theirs hatten death, and herghten it's 
horrors; his owe their perfection to his 
final hour, after having heightened, und 
lengthened, all the bleſſings of lite. 
And what a wretch 1s that happineſs, 
and what an ideot that witdom, that can 
offer no comfort in the days of ys: 
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and the hours of death? In a word, 
their wretched joys flouriſh, like diſmal 
weeping willows watered by a ditch. 
Poor the figure they make; flux and 
obſcene the ground on which they ſtand. 
His flouriſh, like cedars of Libanus, 
from the fountains of Heaven; and are 
rooted in a rock; the Rock of his ſal- 
vation. ; 

It is this ſuperior ground on which 
he ſtands, which imparts that inimita- 
ble ſweetneſs of air, aſpect, and deport- 
ment, which marks him among multi- 
tudes of the gayeſt, for the gay. They, 
like things gilt, have much to ſhew; 
much more to hide; are all darkneſs 
within, He, like a diamond, is tranſ- 

rent, and ſhines at heart. He looks, 
as if Virtue, according to the with of 
ſome ſages, was at laſt become viſible, 
and ſhone through him; in perſon, not 
precept, making a viſit to mankind: 
and man is mended by looking on 
him. 

Now, pleaſe, Sir, to obſerve, to what 
an aſtonithing degree that intellectual 
darkneſs, mentioned in my former let- 
ter, prevails in theſe men, that would 
outſhine all the world. What is their 
chief boaſt? Why this, that they make 
the moſt of this life. Whereas the very 
fundamental difference between them, 
and Euſebius, is, that they make no- 
thing of this world, becauſe they deſign 
to make their all ofit. He makes much 
of this world, becauſe he holds it as lit- 
tle; becauſe ever having the ſentiments, 
without the terrors, of a death-bed, he 
never cuts off this life from the thaughts 
of the next; but ſees his whole exiſtence 
in one unbroken thread extended before 
him. 

But, before I diſmiſs your Friend, 
though he has made you a very long vi- 
fit, I muſt take notice of one particular 
more. Theſe Gentlemen pique them- 
ſelves on their epitome of all virtue and 
religion, Benevolence: if they had it, it 
would confute moſt I have ſaid; and 
make them very happy: for it may ſtand 
as 2 general maxim, that men are hap- 
py in 1 to their good-will: nor 
is it ſtrange, that, to the greateſt duty, 
ſhould, by nature, belong the greateſt 
reward, But their title to this virtue is 
not clear. The reaſon they fo loudly 
pretend to it, is, becauſe they know 


they have it not, The weakelt fide of a 
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citadel is to be defended moſt. Euſe- 
bius, on his princi les. muft have uni- 
verſa] good-will. f- love obliges him 
to it; and his own happy ſtate of mind 
mclines him the ſame way: for all are 
moſt kind to others, when moſt eaſy, 
and pleaſed with themſelves. On thcir 
e that this world is all; cr, at 
eaſt, all they will concern themſelves 
about; ſelf - love oblig-s them to the con- 

: and their uncaſineſs in themſelves 
ſeconds that obligation: ſo that you may 
as well expect to find an angel among 
the diſſolute, as a friend. And, indeed, 
can any expect that they ſhould love 
them, better than their own ſouls? yet that 
__ they do, if they cared for them 
at all. 

But, inſtead of endeavouring to prove 
what needs no proof, I ſhall preſent you 
with the picture of one of theſe great 
lovers of all mankind, if you will pro- 
mie not to cut his throat; which pic- 
ture, better than a Demoſthenes, wiil 
* my point. Vou will know whom 

mean, when tell you, that he is ena- 
moured of the charms, and deep in the 
myſteries of play. That is, he is ſo 
fond of riches (which a good judge tells 
us, urn bonus unquam concupivit } 
of riches is he ſo over-fond, that he is 
quite miſerable if denied a daily chance 
of being ſtripped to beggary. Greater 
profeſſions of friendſhip can no man 
make, than this arch-promiſer : greater 
e of the contrary can no man give. 

e never did a favour that proved — 
ren to his own deſigns, but he ſent a 
curſe after it. All his kindneſſes are 
artificial flies; if nothing is caught, they 
are pocketed again. * Hook him, or 
* hang bim, is a favourite maxim of 
his own coining. He ſmiles, indeed, 
with great complacency on a crouded 
levee of devoted friends; with no leſs 
than on a hand of good cards, And his 
hope from both is juſt the ſame ; that 
is, ſo to play them off, as to win his 
game. That done, if intereſt or hu- 
mour bids, he throws them aſide as a 
foul pack, and calls for new; to ſhuffle, 
and cheat, and play tricks with, as be- 
fore. He conſiders fools, as trumps, 
with which he is ſure to win. If there 
are no fools to be taken in, he makes a 
pretty good hand of it with a knave of 
the right ſuit. If he is fo unlucky as 
not to be bleſſed with either, he gives 
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more kind than that for which ſhe may 


ö out, and, for that time, plays no more : 


for, without a good 


©. remorſe, and 


, a bad heart is 
But proſperity ſoothes 
lays conſcience _ 
This is one who knows the world; 
which, generally, means, one that knows 
not God. He never thought of that 
t, final ftake, with regard to which, 
e, that honeſtly but deſires it, is ture 
to win; and he that plays foul the moſt 
dextrouſly, is ſure to be undone. Such 
is Avidienus, ſuch is that good man, 
who, as freely as eat his meal, could lay 
down his life for his friend. 

But, in excuſe for ſuch men, I muſt 
own, that, for ſuch as place their All 
here, there can be no ſhadow of ſocial 
happineſs, but from deceiving, or being 
deceived. From deceiving, and fo find- 
ing ſome account in their 8 or, 
from being deceived, and ſo finding 
ſome account in their folly. For, real 
friendſhip amongſt them is impoſſible: 
and, indeed, to hope a friend in any man, 
that is not truly his own friend, 1s ab- 
ſurd. From this account, it is evident, 
that the chief fountain of happineſs is 
dried up in their hearts. | 

A evretch, almoſt ſmothered with all 
the reputed means of happineſs, would 
of all objects be the moit ridiculous, 
were it not the moſt melancholy too. 
Diogenes went about the city of Athens 
begging to the ſtatues; being aſked the 
reaſon, he ſaid, he was learning to bear 
a repulſe, Theſe Gentlemen ſhould 
learn the ſame leſſon; no ſtatue can be 
deafer than moſt of their purſuits, when 
they alk real pleaſure of them. | 

heſe are = Men, who, while Pro- 
vidence lays the reins of free-will on their 
wanton necks, ruſh headlong into even 
unimportunate temptations. But when 
it ſhall put zt's book in their noſe, and it's 
bridle in their jaws; when it ſhall drag 
them into the condition of your unhappy 
Friend or worſe, when the tattered, con- 
vulſed, * ſhall be ſhaking out an un- 
willing ſoul, loth to leave it for a fill 
worſe habitation ; then, Oh! what a 
change It places full before me the laſt 
hours of that noble Youth I meationed 
above. Laſt bours full of anguiſh! how 
fit to he remembered by thoſe that wiſh 
peace to their own! This is the Funeral 
to which, in my firſt Letter, I promiſed 
to invite your faſter Semprenia, and her 

y admirers ; Sempronia who delights 

ſallere, & cantare, elegantius quam 
peceſſe oft probe, And what invitation 


inſupportable. 


fore my eyes. 
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thank me for ever, when other entertain- 
ments end ? If they have their wine, this 


has it's near. It's cup of ſalvation, 
preſſed from that Yine, whoſe leaves heal 
the nations, and whole ſwelling cluſters 
teem with eternal bliſs. Funeral ſolem- 
nitics are more for the ſake of the Living 
than the Dead. What a trifle -that 
honour they receive from them, to the 
benefit we may reap from that affecting 
ſcene ! 

Oh! Sir, how affecting! It is ſtill be- 
That wretched Youth 
dies again! Again I am ſmitten with his 
death. It wounds me even in remem- 
brance: what, then, the ſcene itſelf! No 
words can paint it; no time efface it; I 
meet it in my dreams; I ſhall bear it to 
my grave. 

I am about to repreſent to you the laſt 
hours of a perſon of high birth, and high 
yum of great parts, and ſtrong paſ- 

ons, every way accompliſhed, nor leaſt 
in iniquity. His unkind treatment was 
the death of a moſt amiable wife ; and his 
great extravagance, in effect, diſinherited 
is only child, | 

But to my point. The death- bed of a 
profligate is next in horror to that abyſs, 
to which it leads. It has the molt of hell 
that is viſible on earth. And he that has 
ſeen it, has more than Faith to confirm 
him in his Creed. I ſee it now. For 
who can forget it? Are there in it no 
flames, and furies ?>You know not, 
then, what a ſcared imagination can fi- 
gure; what a guilty heart can feel. How 
diſmal is it! The two great enemies of 
ſoul and body, Sickneſs and Sin, fink and 
confound his friends ; filence, and darken 
the ſhocking ſcene. Sickneſs excludes the 
Light of Heaven; and Sin, it's bleſſed 
Hope. Oh! double darkneſs ! more than 
Egyptian! Acutely to be felt ! | 

How unlike thoſe illuminated revels 
of which he was the ſoul ? Did this poor, 
pallid, ſcarce-animated maſs, diate iu 
the cabinet of Pleaſure ; pronounce the 
faſhion and teach the gayeſt to be gay? 
Aretheſe the trophies of his Paphian con- 
quelts ? theſe the triumphs to be bought 
with Heaven? Is chis he who ſmote all 
their hearts with envy at his pre-eminence 
in guilt? See, how he lies a ſad, deſerted, 
outcaſt on a narrow iſthmus between 
Time and Eternity? for he is ſcarce alive. 
Laſhed and overwhelmed on one fide, hy 
the ſenſe of ſin; on the other, by the 
dread of puniſhment ! Beyond the _— 

| 0 
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of human help, and in deſpair of Di- 
vane ! 

His diſſipated fortune, impoveriſhed 
babe, and murdered wife, he heavy an 
him : the ghoſt of his murdered time 
(for now no more is left,) all ſtained 
with folly, and gaſhed with vice, haunts 
his diſtracted thought. Conſcience, 
which long had ſlept, awakes like a 
Ciaut refreſhed with wine; lays walte all 
his former thoughts, and deſires; and, 
ke a long-de oled, now victorious 
prince, on His bleeding heart, impoſes, 
mflifts, it's own. It's late ſoft whiſpers 
are thunder in his ears; and ali means of 
grace rejected, exploded, ridiculed, is 
the bolt that firikes him dead. Dead 
even to the thoughts of death. In deeper 
diſtreſs, deſpair of life is forgot. He lies 
a wretched wreck of Man on the ſhore of 
Eternity, and the next breath he draws, 
blows him off into ruin. | 

The greateſt profligate is, at leaſt, a 
momentary faint, at ſuch a. fight: for 
this is a fight which plucks off the maſk 
of Folly, {trips her of her gay diſguiſe, 
which glittered in the falſe lights of this 
world's mummery, and makes her appear 
to be folly, to the greateſt fool. 

How think we then ? Is not the death- 
bed of a profligate the moſt natural and 
powerſul antidote for the poiſon of his 
example ? Heals not the bruiſed ſcorpion 
the wound it gave ? Intends not Heaven, 
that, ſtruck with the terrors of ſuch an 
exit, we ſhould provide comfort for our 
own ? Would not he, who departs obdu- 
rate from it continue adamant, though 
one roſe from the dead? for fuch a ſcene 

rtly draws aſide the curtain that divides 

ime from Futurity ; and, in ſome mea- 
fare, gives to ſight that Tremendous, of 
-which we only had the feeble report be- 
fore. 

Is not this then a prime ſchool of wiſ- 
dom ? are nat they obliged, that are in- 
vited to this? for what elſe ſhould reclaim 
vs? The pulpit? We are prejudiced 
againſt it. Beſides, an agonizing pro- 
fligate, though Sent, out-preaches the 
molt celebrated the pulpit ever knew. 
But, if he ſpeaks, his words might in- 
ſtruct the beſt inſtructers of mankind. 
Mixt in the warm converſe of life, we 
think with men; on a death-bed, with 

But there are two leſſons of this ſchool 
written, as it were, in capitals, which 
they that run may read. Fi, He that, 
in this lus minority, this ſchool of diſ- 
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cipline, this field of conflict, inftead or 


"© You both aim at miracles. 


graſping the weapons of his warfare, 1s 
or ever — flowers, and catching 
at butterflies, with his unarmed hand; 
ever making idle Pleaſures his purſuit; 
muſt pay for it his valt reverſion ; and, 
on opening his final account (of which a 
2 breaks the ſeal, ) ſhall find him- 
ſelf a beggar; a beggar paſt . 
and hall paikionately with, hoy oat 
being were added to the reſt of his loſs. 

Secondly, He ſhall find, that Truth, di- 
vine truth, however, through life, in- 
jured, wounded, ſuppreſſed, is inſuppreſ- 
fible, victorious, immortal. That, though 
with mountains overwhelmed, it will, 
one day, burſt out like the fires of 
Etna; viſible, bright, and tormenting, 
as the moſt ragemg flame. As now, 
(Oh! my friend!) I ſhall too plainly 
prove. 

The fad evening before the death of 
that noble Youth, whoſe laſt hours ſug- 


| 5 theſe thoughts, I was with him. 


o one was there, but his phyſician, and 
an intimate whom he loved, and whom be 
had ruined. At my coming in, he faid— 

* You, and the phyſician, are come 
© too late.—I have neither life, nor hope. 

You 
« would raiſe the dead.” | 

Heaven, I faid, was merciful. 

* Or I could not bave been thus 
« guilty, What has it not done to bleſs, 
and to ſave me?—l have been too 
* ſtrong for Ommpotence! I plucked 
« down ruin.” | 

I ſaid, The Bleſſed Redeemer—: 

* Hold! Hold! you wound me! 
That is the rock on which I ſplit—l 
denied his name.” N ö 

Refuſing to hear any thing from me, or 
take any thing from the phyſician, he lay 
ſilent, as far as ſudden darts of pain would 
permit, *till the clock ſtruck. Then 
with vehemence— 

Oh, Time! Time! It is fit thou 
© ſhouldeſt thus ſtrike thy Murderer to 
the heart. Ho art thou fled for ever 
© A Month!—Oh, for a ſingle Week 
I afk not for Years. Though an Age 
< 2 too little for the much I have to 
do. 

On my ſaying, we could not do too 
much: that Heaven was a bleſſed 
place | 

* So much the worſe. Tis loſt! 
© *Tis loſt!—Heaven is to me the. ſe- 
vereſt part of Hell!“ | 

Soon after, I propoſed prayer. 

Fray 
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pray you that can. I never prayed. 


I cannot pray.—Nor need I. Is not 


MY Heaven on my ſide already? It cloſes 


with my conſcience. t's ſevereſt 


: ſtrokes but ſecond my own.” 


His friend being much touched, even 


5 L to tears, at this (who could forbear? I 
could not, ) with a moſt affectionate look, 
he ſaid: 


Keep thoſe tears for Thyſelf. 1 


have undone thee. Doſt weep for me? 


4 ry 
* = 


That's cruel. What can pain me 


4 more?” 


* 
i 


Here his friend, too much affected, 


f would have lett him. 


9 


No, ſtay. Thou ſtill mayeſt Hope; 


— Therefore hear me. How madly 


have I talked? How madly haſt thou 


6 © liſtened, and believed? But look on my 
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and to myſelf. This body is all weak - 
neſs and pain; but my Soul, as if ſtun 
up by torment to greater ſtrengh an 
ſpirit, is full powerful to reaſon ; full 
mighty to ſuffer. And that, which thus 
triumphs within the jaws of mortality, 
is, doubtleſs, Immortal.— And, as for 
a Deity, nothing leſs than an Almighty 
could inflict what I feel. 

I was about to congratulate this paſ- 


fave, involuntary, Confeſſor, on his aſ- 
ſerting the two prime articles of his 
Creed, extorted by the Rack of Nature; 
when he thus, very paſſionately : 


© No, no ! let me ſpeak on. I have 


not long to ſpeak—My much-injured . 


friend! my Soul, as my Body, hes in 
ruins; in ſcattered fragments cf broken 
thought : remorſe for the Paſt throws 
my thought on the Future. Worſe 
dread of © Future, ſtrikes it back on 
the Paſt. I turn, and turn, and find 
no ray. Didſt thou feel half the moun- 
tain that is on me, thou wouldſt ſtru 
81 with the Martyr for his Stake; and 
leſs Heaven for the flames; That 


© 18 not an everlaſting flame; That is 
not an unquenchable fire. 


How were we firuck ? yet, ſoon after, 


ſtill more. With what an eye of diſtrac- 


tion, what a face of deſpair, he cried 
out : 


riend ; my extravagance Has beggared 
my Boy; my unkindneſs Has murdered 


* My principles have ee my 
my Wife! — And is there another Hell ? 


oh! Thou blaſphemed, yet moſt 
s Indulgent, Lord God! Hell itſelf is a 
* a refuge, if it hides me from thy 


5 frown, * 


Soon, afigr his underſtanding failed, 


His terrified imagination uttered horrors 
not to be repeated, or ever forgot. And 
ere the Sun (which I hope has ſeen few 
like him) aroſe, the gay, young, noble, 
ingenious, accompliſhed, and moſt 
wretched, Altamont expired. 

If this is a Man of Pleaſure, what is 
a Man of Pain? How quick, how total, 
is the tranſit of theſe Phaetontiades : in 
what a diſmal gloom they ſet for ever ! 
How ſhort, alas! the day of their re- 
joicing ! For a moment they glitter, they 
dazzle. In a moment where are they? 
Oblivion covers their memo ies. Ah! 
would it did! Infamy ſnatches them from 
Oblivion. In the long- living annals of 
Infamy their triumphs are recorded. 
Their ſufferings ſtill bleed in the boſom 
* Altamont!) of the heart- ſtricken 
riend : for Altamont had a friend. He 
might have had many. His tranſient 
morning might have been the dawn of 
an immortal day, His name might have 
been gloriouſly enrolled in the records of 
Eternity. His memory might have left a 
ſweet fragrance behind it, grateful to the 
ſurviving friend, and ſalutary to the ſuc- 
ceeding generation. With what capa- 
cities was he endowed, with what advan- 
tages, for being greatly good? But with 
the talents of an Angel a man may be a 
Fool. If hejudges amiſs in the Supreme 
Point, judging right in all elſe but ag- 
gravates his folly ; as it ſhews him wrong, 
though bleſſed with the beſt capacity of 
being right. 

Such, ſo fatal, when abuſed, are the 
greateſt bleſſings of Heaven, Heaven 
grant bis agonies were an expiation of 
the paſt ; not a preſage, and fad ſpecimen, 
of the future. That his ſurviving com- 
panions and admirers may never ſuffer 
the ſame, give me leave to ſpeak to them, 
while this affecting object is (or might 
de) in their ſight. | 

© Ye ſtaunch purſuers of Pleaſure, 


© opening in full cry on it's burnin 


© ſcent! who run yourſelves out o 
© breath, health, credit, eſtate, and of- 
© ten life, after that you cannot catch! 
© For a moment, ſlacken your ſpeed, 
and cool the fervor of your chace. It 
© is a friend that calls, and he is his 
s own, that hears, F 
© Tf there is a ſcene on earth, in which 
© you can find greater advantage, than 
in that to which you have been invited, 
do not come: if there is not, indulge | 
© me in a few words, which may not be 
© ſoon forgot : at leaſt, they will recur 
© to your thoughts, they will recur ta 
| F 6 your 
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© ſent jovial chace is over; w 


your feeling hearts, when any 


re- 
en a- 


© ſure is no more. 
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 himfelf, in this li 


© It will be grateful to your friend 
deceaſed, whom you were always 
willing to- oblige, if, with his ac- 
compliſhments, yon remember his 
faults; for. then you will not for 

your own; but read, in his deep diſ- 
treſs, a ſtrong caution againſt them. 
Affords not 2 Rock on which he ſplit, 
a ſolid baſis for your ſafety? Has he 
not well marked where miſchief lies? 
See you not the wreck of that gallant 
firſt-rate? or, rather, is he not a bea- 


con, lighted up by kind Providence, to 


guide you ſafe through the dangerous 
voyage of human life? | 
© He once, as * now, imagined 
e, immortal, Was 
he not -miſtaken? He has taken his 
final flight; whither, who can tell? If 
you continue yours, in the ſame fatal 
track, who is — that cannot tell where 
the folly muff end? Smitten, tranſ- 
fixed, when moſt ſecure, from the moſt 
towering heights he dropped, at once, 
into depths of diſtreſs, not to be ta- 
thomed by man. In gaiety of heart 
defy not the danger. Are there not 
more airows in the ſame quiyer ? and 
are. not you 2s fair and tempting a 
mark? more tempting, if unadmo- 
niſhed, and mounting (till over his for- 


gotten tomb. And whom dare you - 


tempt? an Archer that never milled 


R kis mark. - p 


© But you, from your gay pavilion, 
embowered in roſes, ſee no threaten- 
ing proſpects; no dangers of death, — 
Oh, Sirs! Death delights to lic hid in 
thickets of roſes! How often the gay- 
eſt fall firſt in his ſnare? yet even this 
is too gentle, too mild, to anſwer the 
good-will of Heaven; it cannot keep 
the world in awe. 

© What uncommon fortitude is need- 
ful to bear proſperitics unit? It is 
now ſunſhine with von; au you think 
all is well. It is the ſeaſon of indul- 
gence.— But ſeuſons will change. 


. You, that are now all ſcc;al comfort, 
F cloſe in glad cluſters, and 
like embodied birds of paſlage bound. 


for new climes) on your impatient 
wing for new delights! what will you 
do, when each of you, ſevered from 
the reſt, in unex perienced, unexpected, 
rechuſe, lies ſorely pained ; dreading 
worſe; none to converſe with, but the. 
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two grexteh ſtrangert, his own heart, 
and Him- who made it; and neither 
at peace with him? Say, ye ſtrangers to 
care, and abounders in murth ! what 


will he do, when he finds himſelf till. 
ſubliſting in a ſtate, where none of thoſe 


pleaſures, for which alone he wiſhed to 
ſubſiſt, can poſſibly any longer ſubſiſt 
with him? When the dark matter at 


the centre will not be more foreign to 
him, than that which now beats high | 


in his pulſe, and fluſhes in his cheek ; 
and ſtings him on to ſchemes, that 
laugh at ſuch lectures as theſe? When 
he finds himſelf led, by the ſoft hand 
of Pleaſure, to thoſe diſmal gates, 
which ſhe herſelf will never, never, ne- 
ver, enter? _ 


© Conſider, my good friends! you 


ſtill retain the name of Chriſtians; and 
bave heard of the. Scriptures. To 
2 their language, if Chriſtians are 
acers, you have not yet ſtarted: if 
Warriors, your armour is not yet on: if 
Labourers in the Vineyard, you pluck 
down the vine, and get drunk with the 
grapes: if Watchers, your nap is not 
yet over. There is no man, but, in 
ſome part of lite, either ſtung by ſelf- 
moved conſcience, or alarmed by ſome 
rovidential event, as out of a lon 


idle dream, ſtarts, at once, into his 


ſenſes. The longer the dream, the 
greater his ſurprize and pain; and, if 
he nods to the laſt, the pain and 


horror (as too well has been proved) 


is inexprethble, 

Cannot that awful truth interrupt 
your ſlumber? He ſleeps ſound indeed, 
at whoſe ear a friend's knell ſhall 
knock in vain. But, ſetting friend- 
ſhip aſide ; granting, that with men of 
your caſt, a friend dead, is a friend 
annihilated; aſk, I beſeech you, pure 


« ſelf-interefl one queſtion; “ Have you 
e noconcern in this death ? Is it nothing 
« iq jeu —Oh! much, very much! It 


c 
c 
c 
c 
c 


cannot ſtand neuter. It is big with 
good or ill, It mult haſten your 
amendment; or heighten your ofteace, 
© D 

Henceforth, the ſame crimes are ſe- 
venfold gu ilt. 

Have you never conſulted the work- 
ines of nature? Have you never been 


« furprized with a ſerious feeling of 
© heart? When I ſtand, though a ftran- 


a K a 


ger, on the verge of another's grave; 
when I ſee the ſhaken mould take poſ- 


ſeſſion of human pride; and hear the, 
lolemn found of Dufl to Du; what, 


« twelling 
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ſides; what ſalutary thoughts, but, at 
once, it inſpires? The grave of one 
unknown, and dying a common death, 
would have this effect: what then, 
the grave of a friend, and of our own 
character; and that not good; and 
dying of the follies in which we live; 
and with admonitions in his mouth, 
and horrors in his heart? What heart 
impregnable to ſuch an aſſault? What 
thunder equal to ſuch a groan? It 
would echo for ever in a penetrable 
* ear, In a penetrable heart there would 
# be wrought a mighty change. 

2 you not the mighty force 
that is implied in this mercy ? Heaven 
* truſts not to your ſaith; but gives ſen- 
* fible proof of what you have to fear. 


Fe And could. it do more? Would a mi- 
racle ſuffice?—You have it in a mer- 


„ cy ſo little deſerved. 


If danger can 


alarm you, you, vn, are alarmed, 


1 
* 
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much. Yet, have Ifaid tov much, if 


- 
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ds to be paſt recovery. 


> revived on his funeral pile. 


elf nothing can alarm you, nothing 
„ can ſave. 


* I ſhould grieve to have ſaid too 
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37 
my words ſerve only to tender more 
inexcuſable that imprudence, which 


they labour to remove. Rather know 
your danger, and embrace the plank 
(though not of cedar) which I throw 
out for your eſcape. Our fondneſs 
for good, ſhuts our eyes on evil; we 
ſcarce allow it exiſtence before it is 
felt. But, remember, we live in a 
moſt mutable ſcene: and have the fear 
of to-morrow before your eyes. Not 
the keeneſt diſcernment can ken 
through the ſecond of a minute, To 
keep within the reach of mercy, is the 
grand concern, and ſupreme bleſſing 
of human life, 

a * My. Converted! or Condemned 
c * 


Thus, dear Sir, I ſpeak to theſe Gen- 
tlemen. I wiſh they do not rather 
chuſe to ſhow their parts, than their pe- 
nitence z and criticiſe my ſpeech, inſtead 
of their own coudut. It fo, they de- 
monſtrate how very great occaſion there 
was of it; though it proves ineſfectual. 
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—ꝗ— OU ſeem to think, in your laſt 


letter, that our age 1s ſo far gone, 
I hope not. 
Aviola, a conſul in the time of Gordian, 
I will not 


| deſpair, but that Britiſh virtue, now, 


= hke the Phoenix, dying in it's feveets, 


may ſtart up from it's aſhes, and re- aſ- 


ſume it's former glory. 


I ſhall the re- 


fore proceed a little farther. 


I grant, that the Man of Pleaſure, as 


well as the Good Man, has his joy. But 


their joys are very different. They differ 
not only in their objects, but their kind, 
Which is as et a ſecret to Dem; and, 
poſſibly, to You, Joy from temporals, 
1s a Terreftrial Joy. And, like all things 
terreſtrial, has a dreg in it. If you s 3 


8 ſerve your own heart, you will find, that 


Joy from temporals, has ever ſortewhat 


of a gay inquietude, a difturbed and tu- 
multuous delight. Like ſome liquors, all 
im an unquiet ferment, and confuſion, 
> while they ſparkle, and ſmile. Joy from 


Eternals, Joy, I mean, on ſpiritual ac» 


counts, (viz.) Mens tonſciz recti; or, 4 
delightful hope of Immortality; or, ati 
humble perſuaſion of Divine Favour, &c. 
This Joy is Celeſtial, and, like a fine 
calm Summer's evening, is undiſturbed, 
placid, and ſerene. The firſt is a Pafſior, 
and that in the ſtricteſt ſenſe; we ſuffer 
from it, as well as enjoy. Nay, ſome 
have ſuffered from it even to Death. The 
latter ſeems rather to be, or to reſemble, 
an Inſþ:ration, in which the Divine cauſe 
takes away, or ſuperſedes, our human in- 
firmity. Therefore, by our Church, moſt 
properly ſtiled the Peace of God, Nor let 
Centaurs imagine, that this peace is occa- 
fioned by the ſmallneſs of the Joy. No, 
It paſſeth all underſtanding ; and is, ſtrictly 
ſpeaking, a ſpecimen, an actual part, o 
Heaven. | 
For, indeed, the ſupreme happineſs, 
and miſery, of rational beings, through 
all - yariation of circumſtances, and 


through every period of thetr exiſtence, 
is of apiece, or of the ſame kind. Though, 
perhaps, in no two periods of it, of the 
lame proportion, or degree, Therefore, 


Heaven 


S 


Heaven and Hell, how diſtant ſoever 
ſome think them, are really, though not 
Fully, on earth. Where-ever, and when- 
ever, their cauſes, that is, Virtue and 


Vice, exiſt, they will exiſt, in a meaſure 
correſpondent to them. What then are 


the good and bad, but the wretched and 
happy? He, whoſe foul ſes on his 
firm truſt in God, like the Halcyon that 


builds on the waves, if ftorms ariſe, may 
be toſſed, but not endangered. Or, 

t the worſt, thoſe tumultuous bil- 
| ran that devour others, rock him to 
reſt eternal, 

Wen the good man lies down to reſt, 
no fears from the dangers of the night 
break through his ſtrong confidencein the 
Divine Protection. When he awakes, his 
firſt thought lays hold on Heaven; whictt 

ves through the conſecrated day, ſuch a 
Firectneſs of aſpe& and deportment, fuch 
a force and firmneſs, to his felicity; that 
we may venture almoſt to ſay, He cometh 
forth as a Bridegroom from bis chamber, 
and rejoiceth, as a giant, to run his courſe. 
The Man of Pleaſure has his little 
clouds at the brighteit, the courſe of his 
happineſs is retarded by a ſtraw; and any 
conſiderable, ſcarce conſiderable, accident 
puts it quite to death. Not only the ne- 
reſfaries, or conveniences, but the deco- 
rations, and ſuperfluities of life, are vital 
to his fickly felicity. In any of them he 
may receive a deep or deadly wound. 
Whereas they are mere excreſcences to 
the good man's happineſs; and he has 
'no more feeling in them than in his hair, 
'or his nail: nay his happineſs is of fo 
ſtrong a conſtitution, that it can ſtand 
real calamities unhurt. Nor quits it's ſe- 
renity on the confines of the grave; which 


the Man of Pleaſure but ill retains in 
the ſunſhine of lite. 
Of which ſtrange inferiority one cauſe 


is very obvious. When all our hopes and 
fears are confined within this. narrow 
ſcene, whatan inſupportable importance, 
what a tyranny over our paſſions, does 
this give it? what Demi-gods does it 
make our ſuperiors, who can beſtow, 
what we moſt value? we tremble before 
them. at mountains does it make 
of little things, becauſe the greateſt in our 
inventory? we turn pale, ſometimes die, 
at their loſs. But, the firſt moment we 
take God for our Protector, and his pre- 
cious promiſes for our chief portion, our 
ſuperiors, even kings, ſhrink to men; and 
&owns imperial loſe their ure. Little 
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things aye little, and leave our hearts 
= »gf As a taper E 


Sun to the Glories that ſball be revealed 


Looking to the cloſe of the drama, we 
reſume our nativedignity; nor are longer 
over-awed on the ſtage, by our fellows; 
Or, perhaps, our in eriors, behind the | 


_ Nay, ſometimes, on it too. When 
ike 


ſickneſs; and are unbuttoning their 
Buſkins on the bed of anguiſh, terror, 
and death. 

And muſt this, one day, be the caſe? 
after having run the gauntlet of diſap- 
pointing, painful pleaſures, and, for ſome 
years being aflited with delights; w 
drop unregarded, unlamented, infamous, 
into puniſhment far greater, for the pu- 
niſhment they have already undergone— 
of human happineſs what a diſmal ac- 
count is this? yet this is the true. Let 


us, therefore, enquire if it is not wor(t 


than they deſerve. 

Our Men of Pleaſure affect much being 
Men of Honour too; that is, they are as 
proud, as they are diſſolute: or, in other 
words, they will not ſtoop to mean and 
little vices; they deal only in great. 


They ſcorn to pick a pocket; but triumpn 


in cutting a throat, If their immaculate 
honour is violated by word, look, or 
thought, then they trample all the Laws 
of Religion, Juice, and Humanity, 
without remorſe. My Enguiry will join 
them together. But how ſhall I en- 

uire? how ſhall I know the heart of 
theſe men? and That ouly can inform me 
right, Let us then conſider what theſe 
mens Prayer would be, if they prayed 
at all. For what is a Prayer, but ad- 
dreſſing to ſome ſuperior Power, the real 
deſires of our hearts? 

Thus then I will ſhew you an exact 
picture of their hearts. There was ſo 
maſterly a copy of a capital picture of 
ag Romano, taken by one of his ſcho- 
ars, that he ſwore it was his own origi- 
nal drawing. I hope ſo to copy their 
hearts, that they ſhall imagine, that it is 
not I, but they themſelves, that ſpeak. 
The deſires of their hearts, if cloathed 
in words, would run to the following 
purpoſe. —But, frf, this caution: Let 
not that offend pious ears, which paſſes 
ia an impious heart; and which, for the 
ſake of piety (though, perhaps, not with- 
out ſome ſhock to it,) is drawn out into 
light. : 

THE 
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to the Sun; ſuch the 


poor Altamont, they are forced to 
change their 8 for the warm cap of 


« 
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a farther day. Though (ſhocking tocon- 


TRE PROFLIGATE'S PRAYER, 


EY Thou l whoſe Omnipotence is but a 
2 econd attribute, and a proper ſer- 


2 Franc to th delight. Thou great Foun- 
tain of Pleaſure! as ſuch I adore thee. 


. 6&# 


* $ 


| I the grave. 


fore men; and let none ſee 


* 
1 ſtrength 


pleaſure alone makes me devout; and let 
© Devotion advance my Pleaſure. For I 
am not more devout, than modett ; I aik 
not, yet, for Heaven. N 
Heaven on earth. Let Mahomet's para- 


Give me my 


diſe deſcend, and bleſs me on this fide 
Let my Honour too ſhine be- 

my heart, — 
but Thee. Noctem peccatis, & fraudtbus 
objice nubem. Give my Luſts a long and 
| proſperous reign over me; and let not 
Re h Lead 

cligion approach to hurt me. 

me into Temptation, and give me 
to comply with it. And deliver 


> 


me from all evil, that may mar my de- 
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lights. Let me be (as I have been) a 
brute while I live, and an angel (if an- 
gels there are) when I die. 


Is the man ſhocked at this? Yes; 
and the Profligate too. Few know the 
foulnels of their own hearts. A famous 
Modern, when, in age he had loſt his 
underſtanding, paſſing by a looking- 
glaſs, cried out in 3 * Poor old 
« man!” not knowing it to be himſelf. 


* Thus the Profligate, at ſight of this mir- 


ror, equally ignorant, no doubt will cry 


but in furprize, Horrid aureteb! I an- 
ſwer, therefore, to the queſtion above, 
= wit. Is it not wworſe than they deſerve? 


That Mer of Pleaſure, themſelves being 
Judges, deterve the worſt. 

In contraſt to this (and ſure it wants 
an antidote) accept that Piece of Devo- 
tian you deſired on your Friend's ac- 


count; and may it prove of ſome little 


ſervice to him. 


* DEVOUT THOUGHTS OF THE RE- 


TIRED PENITENT., 


VES. bleſſed, ever bleſſed be the Di- 

vine Indulgence for this. How 
wanted, how welcome, this Aſylum? 
this Receſs? Here earth holds it's peace; 
and Heaven's voice can be heard. Hea- 
yen's voice, if we liſten, ever ſpeaking 
in the human heart. Here let me com- 
mune with my fo long- anxious heart, 
which has 1 called on me for an 
audience, and found me pre- engaged. 
Or elſe, the rude world broke in on our 
conference; and fatally puſhed it off till 
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way a depending 
my delay. 

While the Noiſe of the world beats 
it's drum in our ears; and it's Buſtle and 
Hurry, throws it's duſt in our eyesz who 
can hear the ſoft whiſpers of Conſcience, 
or read the ſtrong demands of Reaſon, 
though written in capitals, on the com- 
poſed, and diſenchanted heart? I now 
read, hear, and tremble. I tremble at 
that, in which I once triumphed, I bluſh 
at that, of which I, once, was vain. Oh, 
Pleaſure! Pleaſure! what art thou? The 
death of Reaſon. And with .Reafom 
dies the whole Heaven, as well as Cha- 
racter, of man. 

The cloud now a little broken, which 
wrapped me up in night, look round, my 
ſoul enlarged! and ſay, where, or what 
am I? An Immenſity around me! an 
Eternity before me! a Shadow, my Plea- 
ſure! a Moment, my Time! a Vapour, 
my Life! And ſhall a Moment, Shade, 
Vapour, engage all my Love? engroſs all 
my Thought? Shall it bid an An 
from Heaven wait my better leiſure? Bid 
the great Father of Angels defer his Call 
"till To-morrow?—W hat, O mySoul! IE 
He ſhould call no more Good God! 
If He ſhould call no more? If he ſhould + 
leave thee to thyſelf ?—Where, then, is 
Hope? where, then, is Man? 

Man, deſperate Man, the firſt moment 


ternity often chi 


he ſets up for himſelf, and impatient of 


controul, takes the rein into his own 
mad hands; the firſt moment he is at li- 
berty, he is the greateſt of Slaves. How 
ſhackled! how harraſſed! how ſtarved! In 
the midſt of his riots, what a Famine of 
joy? None can be wiſe for a Time, that 
are fools for Eternity. Dreadful inde- 
pendence! the firſt moment man quits hold 
of his Creator, he drops! in diſtrattion 
and ruin, how unfathomed his fall! 
Out of that Deep, I call unto Thee, 
O Lord{ Lord, bear my voice. Diſſolve 
the charm that ties me down to De- 
lights trifling, terreſtrial, infernal; and 
ive me wings to riſe into day, and reach 
the things that belong to my peace, 
Where is the Creature, which thou haſt 
made? Where is the Heart, which thou 
haſt given? This ſink of pollution! this 
neſt of all Vices! it could not come from 
thee. No, I have ſnatched it out of Thy 
bleſſed hand, and let it fall in the mire. 


What is it to me, that thy Mercy is over. 


"all thy works, ſince I am ot what Thou 


haſt made? 
I have 
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Thave ſlept on a precipice, and dreamt 
T was in Heaven. Slept on it's very 
brink; though Vengeance frowned over 


me, and Flames roared beneath. What 


Horrors awake me! What a Gulph les 
before me! What Mercy has ſaved me! 
Where had I been, bad I died Veſter- 
day? Oh, let this load, this mountainous 
load, on my heart, ſink me lower, and 
lower ſtill, in adoration that I live! Had 
I felt theſe pangs before, — before I had 
been reclaimed. — Thou, that beareſt up 
the pillars of the earth, ſupport my ſpi- 
rits— Where had I been, if Yeſterday 
had been my laſt ? Where—oh where? 
— And eternal too Eternal! -O Lord, 
God Almighty! could thy Thunder 
ſhake me more? 

Thou glorious God, who makeſt the 
thunder ! let me climb above Creation; 
and ſoar into thoughts of thee. —How I 
wander up and down, bewildered and 
benighted, through the boundleſs of ſuch 
a contemplation? Where, what, who, 
how, art Thou? Source of all Being! 
Centre of all Good! great Antient of 
Days ! before the birth of Time! beyond 
the comprehenſion of Angels! Filler of 
Immenſity! who lookeſt down on the 
higheſt; and the loweſt doſt ſupport !— 
ſapport even me. | 

| 2 me while I labour at ſome 
idea of my God — but I labour in vain. 
Thou moſt obvious, and moſt occult! 
moſt preſent, and moſt abſent of Beings! 
how much of Thee is enjoy d? How lit - 
tle of Thee is knozvn ? I am ix Thee, yet 
cannot find Thee. I can neither go from 
Thee, nor to Thee. Clouds, and thick 
darkneſs are thy pavilion! Wonders paſ- 
fing wonders, through the moment of 
Time, and the immenſe of Eternity, 
guard, and aggrandize, thy tremendous 
throne! | 

Before ſuch a Judge, O my foul! art 
thou to plead thy cauſe; to pour out thy 
deep forrows, and deeper fins ; to trem- 
ble out thy complaint? Oh! let me anni- 
hilate myſelf before Him. Nor Wretch, 
nor Man, nor Angel, is any thing in his 
fight, till he is nothing in his own, 
Who, Lord ! ever thought on Thee, and 
was not confounded? And give me 


leave to add, Who, Lord ! ever prayed 


th Thee (as he onght,) and was not 
bleſſed? For which infinite mercy, from 
the firſt thrones in Heaven, to the meaneſt 
worms on earth, be paid all homage, 

aiſe, and adoration; conſtaut, pro- 
ound, ardent, and eternal! | 


* 


ART H. 

Are they that pray, bleſſed But 
what is that to me? Dare I to pray? to 
whom is prayer addreſſed? Oh! how 
dreadful in majeſty ! more dreadful in 
vengeance! Dreadful to the hleſſed above! 
more dreadful to man! more ſtill to the 
ſinner ! what then to the deepelt in fin ? 
May not I then ſay (as is ſaid, Lord God 
Almighty, of thy Bleſſed Self,) © Hell is 
* open before mez op ak hath no 
© covering? Where then ſhall I fly? I 
cannot fly from thy preſence, I dare 
not ſtand in it. Should I fink to the 
centre, I am till in thy fight. Even 
darkneſs dete&s me! Even flight brings 
me nigh! Oh! Thou that ol light che 
ſun, as a taper; or tread it out, as a 
1 Why ſtill in being, a wretch ever 

eſtined to pain? Oh! let me be nothing; 
or, let me be thine. 

And what a nothing, indeed, am I ? 
What a nothing, compared, is man ?— 
Thou that inhabiteſ eternity! my foun - 
dation is in the duſt. — molt holy 
I was conceived in ſin, God moſt 
mighty ! what weaker than man? Great ! 
Holy! Mighty! Three Perſons and One 
God! Creator! Redeemer! Sanctifier! 
Three Benefactors, and One Being! 
with what indignation muſt Thou behold 
a wretch of ſuch complicated guilt? a 
my to Thee, to the public, and him+ 
felf ? 

And dare I then approach ? The 
preſumption how great ?—But greater 
to forbear. To fin is bad: to deſpair 
is fatal, Oh! moſt merciful Jeſus! 
what refuge, but in Thee! Vet dare I not 
meet thy face: I come trembling behind 
thee. If I touch but the hem of thy 
garment, I ſhall be whole. Even dogs 
may cat of the crumbs that fall from 
their maſter's table, For that bountiful 
grant, what adoration is due? with pro- 
{tration profound, I carmot but adore, 
What adoration is equak? I cannot adore 
aright, Or could I; I am unworthy to 
lift an cye to thy throne, My incenſe 
has no odour ;z zy anthem, no praiſe, 

But thou, Lord, wide as the arch of 
Heaven, doſt extend thy compathonate 
arms to receive a returning world. As 
the ſands of the ſea are thy mercies, 
and (with horror let me ſpeak it) my 
tranſgreſſious. I have looked on an un- 
feeling heart, as a quiet conſcience: 
on a multitude of ſumers, as aif apo- 
logy for ſin: and on the faſhion of the 
world, as a repeal of thy laws. I have 

becn 
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Fully given: Senſeleſs, of what 
. See bountifully promiſed : 
voking, under the greate obliga- 
ns: Peeviſh, and impatient, under the 
alleſt evils : Riotous under thy judg- 
nts. And by thy blefſings, moſt un- 
Mea : I turned them into poiſon ; and 
my proſperity was undone. _ 

I have ſtadied iniquity as a ſcience; 
n vain of diſtinction in it; and aſham- 
of my duty : I have bluſhed at the 
Hance of a man, and a man molt miſ- 
en and ſet my face as a flint againſt 
reaſon, and againſt Thee: I have even 
bbrrowed infidel ſcraps for the credit of 
the day; and run in debt for deſtruction : 
ne given for repentance, I turned over 
$ folly ; and made the divine mercy a 
Fomoter of fin. Nay, I have ſinned 

en beyond my power. What ſchemes 
Have I laid, which thy goodneſs diſap- 


Pointed? How many crimes have I com- 


Mitted, which never came to pals ? 

Wich ſuch overflowings of ungodli- 
meſs I quenched thy bleſſed Spirit. I 
Have trod, with thy divine laws, thy 


ecious blood under foot. All this, 
Fe thou knoweſt; and yet I till 
ve: all this thou haſt ſeen; and yet 


Katt thou held thy peace. Thou haſt 


Mortened thine arm; and curbed ven- 


ance in air; though called for (if dar- 
g can call for thy vengeance) to fall on 


74 Dy head, 


How long, Lord! haſt thou forborne 
Mme? And forborne when thine arrows 
Fent abroad: though I ſtood in the firſt 
Fank of offenders; nor ever lifted up the 
Wield of devotion ;. quite naked in fin. 

Iy leſs vitious companions fell frequent 
2 me; and diſmal was their fall. 

waſhed off it's memory in tlie next wel- 
Some debauch; and the juſt cauſe of re- 
Worſe but redoubled my guilt. By ad- 
Wonitions unadmoniſhed, by thy mercies 
Inſoftened, by my own ſentiments un- 
Weed, by my own conviction uncon- 
winced, I cenſured their conduct, and 
trod on in their ſteps. I deplored their 
ad exit, and poſted on to my own : be- 
cauſe ſpared, when moſt obnoxious, I 
<S ht myſelf immortal, In every path 
© leaſure, in every flight of ambition, 
What gay, languine, multitudes of thoſe 


porn after me, and in every promiſe of 
life to be placed before me, have I ſcen 


giſe, bloom, triumph, languiſh, decay, 


and die? What a myſtery of mercy is 
' his? And what a miracle of madneſy 
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n thankleſs, for what Thou haſt molt. 


am I? Amid this mighty field of ſlaugh- 
ter, am I till alive? While I doubt if I 
ſill Hive, 1 live on in my crimes. Nay, 
my very repentance increaſes the num- 
ber. epentance fo languidz fo far 
ſhort of my guilt! | 


PART III. 


Lord! from that ſtupendous height, 
towards which the Cherubims lift up an 
eye in vain, bow down thine ear, and 
hear,-O Lord! hear me not. For 
what have I to plead? what excuſe ta 
cover, what palliation to ſoften, m 
guilt? Can my confeſſion of fin weig 
aught in my favour? I fear, not a 
grain : for wherefore have I confeſſed 
my tranſgreſſions? becauſe I could not 
conceal them. Thou Knowelt even 
thoſe, that are unknown to myſelf. But 
then, Lord! I have been tempted. 
Yes ; and I have courted temptation. 
Frail nature has ſeduced me.—And 
have I not indulged my ſeducer? Pub- 
lic example bore hard on me.—And I 
rejoiced in that excuſe. I have ſinned 
with my fathers.— True, but I have 
ſinned beyond them. What age for 
indulgence has ſo looſened the rein? 
And who, in ſuch an age, has ruſhed 
farther in ill, than the wretch at thy 
feet ? | 

But is there nothing in counterba- 
lance? no dawnings of good ? no pre- 
tenſions, at leaſt, to virtue, to lighten 
the loaded ſcale? Yes; I have bcen an 
advocate for virtue—"That I might re- 
move all ohſtructions in vice. I have 
pops to thy temple—But left my heart 

chind, Nay, I have prayed—But 
wiſhed not what I aſked, I have aimed 
at humility—Out of pride, I have 
given—But without charity, I have. 
been kind, the very kindeſt of men 
To gain power of being cruel, as the 
moſt malignant of focs. My devo- 
tion to thee has been abſolutely de- 
clined; yet never have I repented, but 
of oniſſions in guilt: nor ever had a 
darling joy, but what is the parent of my 
preſent grief. 

On ſearching my own heart, that 
abyſs of corruption, I find there is hard- 
ly a virtue which my hypocriſy has not 
worn, as a maſk; hardly a vice which 
my preſumption has not acted under it. 
By theſe abandoned means bringing into 
diſcredit virtue the moſt ſincere; and 
making more heinous the deepeſt of guilt; 

ts 
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to the public a ſcarce leſs pernicious peſt, 
than a fatal aſſaſſin to myſelf, Thus, 
Lord! all my pleas but inflame my in- 
dictment; and ſecking excuſes, but diſ- 
covers new Crimes. | 

But, as I diſcover new crimes in my- 
ſelf by my own awakened reflection; by 
the gift of thy grace, I diſcover new 

oodneſs, new glories, new wonders, 
in Thee. I have lived in darkneſs, 
in the ſhadows of eternal death, I 
wrapped myſelf up in the world. I ſaw 
nothing; but what had been better un- 
ſeen, what made me blind to Thee. But 
now thy Divme Attributes break in up- 
ea me, like the morning; and awake 
me to thy preſence, I ſee Thee in every 
thing. And ſecing, I adore. And a- 
doring, tremble. 

Thane Attributes, at once, all lighten 
—_—= me; and ſtrike me, like him of 

arſus, thy leſs perſecuting foe; they 
ſtrike me to the duſt, Thy moſt aw- 
ful Omnipreſence; thy moſt incompre- 
henfible Glory; thy moſt unbounded 
Wiſdom; exquiſite Juſtice; and ineffa- 
ble Goodneſs! Goodneſs, how incffa- 
ble? And to me Lord! to me, inſup- 
portable. That chief cauſe of my con- 
fuſion! ſevere upbraider of my conduct! 
and terrible aggravation of my guilt! 
Tf thy Goodneſs thus pains me; what 
tien will thy Vengeance? When thy 
Vengeance awakes, (cover me, O ye 
mountains') When thy Vengeance a- 
wakes —Oh! Mercy! Mercy! — 
Thou mighty to fave! Oh! have mercy 
upon me! 

And mercy thou wilt have, thou Fa- 
ther of all Mercies! of Mercy redun- 
dant, inexhauſtible ſource! Thou wilt 
not condemn him, who condemns him- 
f. Who trembles at his own tribunal, 


Who is ſcarce ſtruck with more horror. 


at Vengeance, than at Guilt, At ſuch 
Guilt! and to fuch a Maſter! whoſe 
bounties enabled me ſo ſignally to fin; 
and Who, my fin fo provoking, ſo long 
over-looked. 

But I repent. Lord! I repent Vet 
how dry are theſe eyes? How hard is 
this heart? Strike thou the rock, and the 


waters flow. Let not him, who groans 


under his tranyreſſions, groan under thy 
diſpleaſure, Thou Giver, Guider, Lov- 
er, yea, Buyer, of Sonls! and, at what 
a Price? Who dot hear the very thoughts 
of the wounded at heart? Hear, pity, 
ſpare! Nor let the Lord be angry, if I 
preſunic to add—Oh! ſpare thy paternal 


it's ftrange work, Vengeance 1s an alien 
to thy molt amiable Nature. Ruin is a 
ſubverſion of thy moſt glorious Scheme. 


Though common ſenſe has deſerted x 


me; and a Aion poſſeſſed me; though 
I have contradicted my own reaſon; and 
fought my own heart, which ſtood in de- 
fence of thy laws; though I have ſtrug- 
led hard for madneſs; and taken ruin by 
orce; yet let not compaſſion be quite a 
ſtranger in Heaven. Let not thine an- 
er burn ſor ever. Wherefore is the 
ord angry, becauſe I am a finner? 
What eliecan'ſt Thou forgive? Becauſe 
my ſin is great? If pardoned, the greater 
thy Glory. Thy ſervant is wicked: 
but ſtill a ſervant, Thy ſon a prodigal : 
but ſtill a ſon. Though a ſon's duty 
has been wanting in me; loſe not Thou, 
boundleſs Love! all the bowels of a Fa- 
ther. Am not I the work of thy band? 
Do not deſpiſe it. An image of thy Ma- 
jeſty? Do not blot it out. The price © 
thy Blood! Oh! caſt it not away. Shall 
things incompatible combine to my de- 
ſtruction? Can I be related to Ruin, and 
to Thee? Let it be thy bleſſed plea- 
ſure to reclaum, not deſtroy me: if de- 
ſtroyed, thy foe will triumph: if c- 
claimed, there is joy in Heaven; and 
ten times ten thouſand will ſing praiſe 
round thy throne. 


PART IV, 


But if I am pardoned, who then can 
be puniſhed? What ſtains can condemn, 
if an ZEthiop eſcapes? "The regions of 
darkneſs are part of thy Creation; and 
horrors infernal were not made in vain. 
My crimes, in themſelves, how great? 
as committed in defiance of Infinite Ma- 
jeſiy, they 3 ſtill, What then 
ſhall I ay? To what ſhadow of excuſe 
ſhall I fiy?—Pardon, Lord! the weak- 
neſs of my reaſon, it I judge, or, rather, 
hope, amiſs. Thine Infinite Majeſty, 
ſeems to plead for me. Fain would 1 
find an 2 rocate in that; in that very 
cauſe, which moſt heightens my guilt. 


For what, my Lord! am I? a poor 


complex af littleneſs and vanity; the 


very centre of Infirmities; a combina- * 
tion of all cauſes, that can call for th 


compaſſion. Frail fleſh, and fleeting 
ſpirit! a moth! a worm! a flower of the 
Feld! To-day, and not to-morrow! # 
worning, and not at night! not maſter 
of a moment! not a match for a breeze 


A dream! 
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dream! a vapour! a ſhadow! a thing 
nought! ing through daily doubt 
Wd danger, toil and trou le, into trod- 
n duſt and afhes! 
uch am I! fuch was I made;—and 
ade by Thee. And now, Lord! wilt 
hou make bare an arm Almighty a- 
inſt me? wilt thou lift up a bolt, that 
n cruſh Creation, againſt it's meaneſt 
rm? (Oh! on what diſtreſs com- 
ls me to plead) thine Infinite Majefly 
eclares againſt it: that reſcues the ſin- 
wer, though it enhances the fin. Does 
mot my meanneſs diſarm thy might? Is 
t the greatneſs of the offended, the of- 
der's defence? I am, indeed, unwor- 
thy, moſt unworthy, thy favour: but 
Mm I not unworthy thy reſentment too? 
ou that ſitteſt on the higheſt Heavens, 
d ſeeſt worlds infinite dance beneath 
e, as atoms in the ſun !—Wilt Thou, 
! wilt Thou, not remember, that I 


an but duft? 

e Lord! Thou wilt remember it: 
hou wilt remember thy glorious Selt; 
hat ancient days reſound; What won- 
s Love Divine has wrought of old. 

For to whom do I cry? Art Thou not 

He, to whom none ever cried in vain? 

ho created not, but to bleſs: com- 

bands not, but to preſerve: nor puniſhes, 
ut to reclaim. ho has not more re- 
eved, than amazed, with his extremi- 
bes of Love! For, art thou not the ſame 
rd, who, though moſt offended, as if 

E. wert the offender, beſeeches us to 

e reconciled? Who mourns over the 

Enpenitent? and over the impenitent for 

Dns againſt Himſelf? And when his 

Prrow can't prevail, even weeps in their 

Read ? Thoſe tears obdurate Jeruſalem 

many ſhed, did'ſ thou not take to 
y own bleſſed lids, which overflowed 
the bare proſpect of it's ruin? Who, 
thout pious terror, without the great - 
aſtoniſhment, can think on theſe 

e Or, who, without comfort, {till 
cater than that? 

Nor end our healing hopes of com- 

fort here ; not only to beſeech, commi- 

late, and weep, deſcended the Lord 

& Glory, and Eternal Life, but to die. 

And what a death? And after, what a 

Me: A life of compaſſions, without 

3 and beyond meaſure: What a 

ming progreſs, what a ſtupendous 

cent in love? He meces the returning 

Fodigal: looks compaſlion on denying 

Pier: icjects not diſbelieving Thomas: 


Minn auful Magdalen : pardons the 
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taken Adultereſs : and aſſociates to Him - 
ſelf, in Paradiſe (where Angels caſt their 
crowns at his feet) a Thief from the 
Croſs. What a marvellous and moſt 
adorable climax is this? And is it poſli- 
ble for Love to riſe higher ſtill? Oh! let 
it riſe higher, and reach even me. 

What am I, thou moſt exuberant 
fountain of Love ! that I ſhould ſet a 
bound to ſuch compaſſion as this? Can 
Ocean be repelled by a ſingle grain on 
the ſhore? What a triumph of mercy to 
pluck the ruined from ruin? What an 
ommpotent action to ſave the moſt loſt ? 
Though Pleaſure has fooled me; though 
Reaſon, Conſcience, Heaven, nay, and 
Earth too, in one ſcale, has been out- 
weighed by a feather in the other; 
though, with Eſau, I old my birthright 
for nothing; yet, Lord! let theſe Git. 
tractions of thought, theſe convulſious 
of heart, theſe pangs of the wretch, ik 
not the prayer of the penitent, reach the 
foot of thy throne: for his dear ſake 
who ſpared not his moſt precious blood; 
Oh! ſpare, pardon, bleſs; 2 bleſs 
me, even me, O my Father! Yes, Thou 
all- ſurrounding, all-pervading, all-tu- 
ſtaining, and all- hleſſing Majeſty of Hea- 
ven! bleſs me, even me, O my Ged! 

Thou! who, if thou openeſt thy 
mouth, it thunders : if thou lifteſt thine 
eye, the Sun is dark: who halt thy way 
in the whirlwind 3 and walkeſt on the 
wings of the wind: who fitteſt above 
the Heavens, and hideſt thy footſteps in 
the great deep! But (above all,) whoſe 
ſuperabundant effluence; whoſe ocean of 
Love, overflows the whole creation! add 
to theſe wonders one wonder more— 
the forgiveneſs of guilt like mine: hear 
the ſuppliant voice, fee the bleeding bo 
ſom, thele throws, theſe throbs of the 
moit vile and abandoued—but moſt re- 
pentant, and heart-broken, of men. 

Then, Lord! come the worſt, I will 
not complain, My joy ſhall burſt it's 
way through the frowns of the world; 
and the ſhadows of death. Then 
Blifings and Honour, and Glory, and 
Poxver, be to Him «who jitteth on the 
Threne, and to the Lamb, who nails fin 
to his Croſs !--Thus will I ing in ſpite 
of my groins! Thus will I ting with my 
lat expiring breath! Thus will I ting 
for ever, and ever. | 

Amen. O my Soul! Amen, Amen. 


This, Sir, is that importunate, ardent, 
preſerving {ſpirit of addreſs, which was 
G 


ſuitable 
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ſuitable to the ſtate of the perſon from 
whom I borrowed it. It may poſſibly 
(partly at leaſt) ſuit ſome others. And I 
thought it inhuman, to gaze, ſo long 
as I have done, on the diſeaſe, without 
aiming at ſome expedient to mitigate it's 
malignity. There is a ſovereign balm 
in Prayer. 

I know, Sir, there are certain Quietiſts 
in Devotion, Saints of great repoſe in 
Prayer, who may cenſure this, as too 
warm. But, when ſhould we be warm, 
if not when our Eternity is at ſtake? 
Shall we be warm in our vices ? and cool 
in our repentance? Were our paſſions 
£1ven for nothing? or given only as the 
fervants of fin? Is it not Heaven, but it's 
reverſe, that is to be taken by violence ? 
I, therefore, drop this diſpute, not only 
as Unchriſtian, but Undeiftical too: for, 
if there is a God, all our affections are 
too feeble, all the wings ot our foul are 
too few, to be put forth in purſuit of his 
favour; and being languid in devotion, 
is, being ſolemnly — If there 
is a God, he gave us our — 85 
well as our reaſon; they, therefore, as 
well as reaſon, ſhoyld aſ{h{t in his ſervice. 
And, indeed, reaſon without them, 
though it may loudly tell, will but lame- 
ly perform, our duty. How great a part 
of the Scripture mult theſe mens kind of 
criticiſm explode? Poor David mult break 
his harp leſt it giveoffence. Even Angels 
have their paſſions, nor are any beings 
exempt from the xeed of them on this 
Ade the throne of God. Whatever ex- 
emption ſome may fancy in their own 


ON PLEASURE, 


favour, let us, who have ſeen the neceſ 
ſity of Devotion for others, not neglect 
our own, Nor, in the pride of inſtruct- 
R the prudence of ſafety. 

ou and I, my friend! lie under two 


diſadvantages in this point: the world's 


example and our own years. It is an 
undevout age: and will you not be ſur. 
prized to hear me ſay, that, our's is an 
undevout period of lite? Vet is it moſt 
certain, that there is a tenderneſs of 
heart, and a ſuſceptibility of awe, with 
regard to God, as well as man, in youth, 
which, in moſt, is wanting afterward. 
This want is an enemy we muſt fight, 
and fervent prayer, that /aword of the 
Spirit, is the beit weapon againſt him. 
Prayer, becauſe the moſt eaſy of duties, 
ſeems, with _ the hardeſt to be per- 
formed, It coſts them fo little pains, 
they think they may as well let it alone. 
Whereas, it is the ſupreme, the t. 
mother- duty; all other duties, and vir - 
tues, are it's progeny; are brought 
forth, nurſed, nouriſhed, and ſuſtained 
by it. Devotion is the ſole aſylum of 
human frailty, and ſole ſupport of hea - 
venly Perfection: it is the golden chain 
of union between Heaven and Earth; 
keeps open the bleſſed communication; 


4 = eminig; facit commercia regni. 
| CLAUD, 
He that has never prayed, can never con- 
ceide and he who has prayed as he 
ought, can never forget, how much is to 


be gained by Prayer, 


Dear Sir, your:. 
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THOUGHTS 


DEAR SIR, | 
N this and the following Letter I ſhall 
touch on five points: Life's Review: the 
General Cauſe of Security in Sin: Thoughts 
Yor Age: the Dignity of Man: the Cen- 

aur's Reſtoration to Humanity, The 
chree firſt are naturally ſuggeſted to me, 
Þy the world's wickedneſs, and our own; 
'The 
Fourth, viz. The Dignity of Man, 1s na- 
Rurally ſuggeſted by the notoriety of it's 

everſe in thoſe, for whoſe ſake theſe Let- 
ers are principally written. For who 

an look on Lucifer in his abyſs, with- 
put thinking of that height from which 
he fell? By which alone we can take any 


Huſt meaſure of his calamity. And the 
fifth point, viz. The Centaur Reflora- 


tion to Humanity, is forcibly impoſed on 
me by the tranſporting thought, that 


uch an event is poſſible. Yet ſhould 


it take place, poſterity will ſcarce believe 
At : 5 noftrorum laborabit fides. 
. }LO, 

I begin with the Review of Lyfe; 
and that, though chiefly for our own 
Jakes, yet alſo for the ſake of all our 
grey - headed boys, as Sudbury, Torriſ- 
mond, Ironſide, &c. for though beaſts 
of ſo groſs a claſs as they chooſe to rank 


vith, ſcarce deſerve to be brought to 
the manage, yet pupils not yet expelled 
the ſchool of 


f fe, ought ſtill, if poſſible, 
to be taught the leſſon they have ſo long 


neglected; and I offer myſelf gladly for 


their tutor; though I fear they would 


ptefer a Tetanothrom* to an Apo- 
| A Medicine to take out wrinkles, 


. 


RE VIE W. 


THE GENERAL CAUSE OF SECURITY IN SIN. 


FOR AGE, 


theoſis : their erudifion will not make 
them at a loſs to know what I mean. 

There is nothing of which men are 
more liberal than their good advice, be 
their ſtock of it ever ſo ſmall; becauſe it 
ſeems to carry in it an intimation of 
our own influence, importance, or worth, 
We (for you approved it; wwe, I fay) 
have beſtowed abundance of it on our 
Centaurs, which, I fear, will bring us in 
but little thanks. Let us, therefore, te- 
turn from abroad, come to ourſelves; and 
ſee if our export of wiſdom may not be 
wanted at home. We have cenſured the 
aged; are we not ſuch ourſelves? Is 
there no folly to be found, but at aſſem- 
blies and maſquerades? Or is folly not 
folly, becauſe it hits our own taſte? Let 
us lay the line to our own conduct; let 
us drop foreign ware, and put ourſelyes 
into the ſcale. 

Yes, my friend! let us make a ſhort 
viſit to our former ſelves. They are, in- 
deed, great ſtrangers; nor much to be 
liked: yet is it a viſit all ſhould make 
who wiſh well to the future of life, 
Aſk you, What advantage from it!“ 
— It is the only way of taking my Cen- 
taur's F advice, and knowing ourſelves. 
A man can ſee himſelf in retroſpection 
only, When warm in action, he is ever 
looking on ſomething elſe; on his point 
in view: or, if he could ſee himſelf, he 
could not judge aright, either of him-- 
ſelf, or others. While warm in action, 
prejudices, and paſſions, excited by the 
then preſent objects, and incidents, cor- 


+ In the Frontiſpiece. 
 f wy rupt 


—— - 
- 


— 
— 


| 
| 
} 
i 


ſo natural as our own, 


46 LIFE'S REVIEW. 
ſlighted, eſcapes unacknowleged, evils 


rupt his judgment. But in a cool re- 
view, he becomes rather a by-fander, 
than the party; and is patient of truth. 
His then former rivals are no longer ri- 


vals; therefore he judges better of men. 


His former points of view are no longer 
points of view; therefore he judges bet- 
ter of things. He can judge, nay he 
cannot but judge, as impartially, of 
himſelf, as of the reſt of mankind. 
Wiſdom is the growth of experience: 
bur experience is not the growth of ac- 
tion, but of reflection on it. In an ac- 
tive life is ſotun the ſeed of wiſdom ; but 
e, who reflects not, never reaps; has 
no harveſt from it ; but carries the bur- 
then of age, without the wages of ex- 
erience; nor knows himſelf old, but 
he his infirmities, the pariſh-regiſter, 
and the contempt of mankind. And 
what has age, it it has not elteem?—TIt 
has nothing. 3 PIERCE 
Starting, my friend! from the ſame 
oal, through ditterent paths, which 
evered our fortune, not our affection, we 
have run our race; and uow approach it's 


end. Jaded with our long journey, the 


ſpur ot ambition blunted, and our ſpirits 
off their ſpeed, we are glad of reſt, In 
which, reflection on the paſt is not only 
uſeful, but extremely natural. Look on 
the ſtormy ſea, whoſe billows reach the 
clouds ; then on the peaceful lake, where 
the feather, or fallen leaf, lies unmoved ; 
and you ſee the difference between the 
cool evening, and warm meridian of 
man. Reflection is as natural to one, as 
action to the other. Unactive youth, and 
unreflecting age, are equal blanks in the 
book of life. Man varies no leſs than 
thoſe varying inſects at which he wonders. 
In his morning he crawls ; long ere noon, 


flutters and flies; at evening, chilled into 


languor, creeps into corners, lies hid, and 
llceps ; or, ib awake, having but little 

round before him, nor that the beſt : 
— naturally he looks back on the paſt? 
How naturally his winter's evening calls 
for it's tale? and to ſelf-love, what tale 
How idle ſocver 
our Tale has been, if we can draw ſome 
aral from it, that will abate it's inſig- 
nificance, and give it ſome little weight 
by making us wiſer for the future. 

And want we not to be wiſer? On how 
many fruitleſs friendſhips, ill-judged en- 
ities, raſh preſumptions, cowardly de- 
ſpairs, unmanly flatteries, bold indecen- 
cies, idle ſchemes, airy hopes, groundleſs 
fears, opportunities loſt, admonitions 


improved, bleſſings neglected, and trifles 
admired ; on what a ſwarm of infirmitics 
I look back with ſhame ? How ambitious 
have we been in our attachments, not 
aware that all, moſt worth our ambition, 


we can give ourſelves ? How fearful of 


expences, not aware, that, till it eſcapes 
the gripe, and takes it's flight into ſome 
prudent uſe, money 1s not wealth ; that 
it truly becomes ours only by our parting 
with it? How fond have we been of ap- 
_— not aware that human, ſeparate 
rom ſuperior, applauſe, is the greateſt 
vanity, as well as the moſt common pur- 
ſuit, in life? How plainly I now ſee, that 
few things are more pernicious than too 
keen an appetite for applauſe, except a 
bold defiance of jult reproach ? That 
makes coxcombs; this, felons; this calls 
for deteſtation ; that, for contempt. 
How plainly do I now ſee, that our ig- 
norance has been great ? How often have 


we been ſo idle as to complain of our 


wants; that is, of our capacity of be- 
ing happy : for, without wants, there 


would be no deſires; and, without deſires, 


no gratification of them; and, without 
gratification of deſire, no happineſs ; for 
human happineſs, nay the klppineſs of 
all created erat conſiſts in nothing 
elſe. ä | 

What on retroſpe&t appears to me to 
be the capital weakneſs of man, is, that 
ſtrange aſcendant which his wiſhes have 
over his underſtanding : it is this makes 
a Centaur. How often have we looked 
on our wiſhes as infallible arguments for 
the certainty of what we deſired ; when 


others ſaw it was an impoſſible point? and 


of this capital weakneſs, a capital in- 
ſtance is, that dying men can ſcarce be- 
lieve that they ſhall die. Are we not now 
as thoſe yellow autumn leaves, which the 


firſt blaſt ſweeps away? Yet we ſeem to 


think the green bud hardly more tena- 


cious of the ſtem, 


On farther review, this is ſtranger 11}: 1 


our friends are our ſtrongeſt ties to life: 
when theſe are cut, what but folly can 
renew the charm ? What re-engage cur 
diſenchanted hearts ? and what, in my 
retroſpect, is an object more obvious, or 
ſtriking, than yonder enſigns of Death ? 
How the tyrant triumphs? What nume- 
rous monuments rife over the cold boſoms 
that once warmly received us? That 
ſhared our councils, our ambitions, our 
pleaſures, and our hearts? Their epitapt.s 


collected would make à volume: a vo- 


lume 


| how inſtructive, if read aright? A 
Wriend's monument is . — legacy; 
4 the conſiderate, than any 
and a richer to the 832 


ho lays it aſide. | 
o my friend! how rapid the human 


arch? Men are in haſte; how they hurry 


over the ſtage ? Where are thoſe lumi- 


l may not repent of my virtue: 


Maries in every various walk of fame, in 
Severy kind of excellence, and renown, 
ho moſt fired our ambition, and pro- 


Frvoked our envy? Are they not paſſed 


away as April ſhadows over the field; or, 
» + bir. ide, a winter's tale? Are not 
hoſe far-ſcen, ſhining lights, gone out 
Space after one another, as little ſparks 
n the fired leaf of paper, leaving us no- 
ching but aſhes behind? And in their 
Tſhes is there nothing to be found but 
Sorrow? may we not light on a little 
Sprudence in them? 

Sorrow, indeed, predominates. Oh, 
recent wound! Sorrow how juſt ? Whom 
Yolt we the very laſt moon ?—Loſt wwe ? 
that is vainly (aid : Whom loſt the public? 


ZW hom the whole nation? Few have left 


mt more worthy all love, and eſteem, than 
pur friend deceaſed “. He was made by 
Pature to be beloved; and intitled by vir- 
tue to be admired. 


: $ — Ne. ſemper amatum, 
Semper honoratum, fic Dii voluiſtis, habebo. 
; VIxõ s. 


Well had it been, if we, like him, 
had fought eſeem; but we would not pay 


the price. Lowe we thought would come 


cheaper; and ſecking that, were in danger 


of loſing both. The wiſe world will 
part with nothing, but by force. Love 
cannot be compelled, Eſteem may. And, 
= when it is, we lay in it, at the ſame time, 
the ſureſt foundation for laſting love. 


\ 
10 


My retrolpe& ſhews me a tranſitory 


thoſe whom they cannot eſteem. This 


: love, ſuppeſing it ſterling, I (fultus ego!) 


returned in kind : but I do not 1 it. 
or, my 
triend! there are two ſorts of charity in 


A A the world, and which the greateſt, is hard 
to ſay, We are bound in compaſſion, to 
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ve of which we have been too fond. A 
love often beſtowed by great ones, on 


dc 
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help the E. to live, and the rich to en- 
eel 


Joy; who feel a pain peculiar to themſelves, 
that of being mocked by abundance, 
which denies them their expected happi - 
nels; happineſs in proportion to their 
— All I learn from ſuch ardent 
vers (for ſuch generally they are) is, 
that 1t is dangerous to dip in moſt men 
below the Ares, leſt our curioſity ſhould 
rob us of- our good opinion ot them. 
Much decorum, little homage, is requi- 
ſite, My whole life tells me, that a juſt 
demand for eſteem is ſacred, but rare. 
We may well afford to pay it, when it is 
due. Nor muſt our ve be with-held, 
where it is zot. Univerſal love enjoined, 
is deſigned as an antidote agaiuſt reci- 
proces contempt; and as a dilcipline to 
uman pride, which muſt ſtoop to love 
men in their infirmities and faults : nor 
is it more our duty, than our prudence; 
how elſe could we hope quarter for our 
own, which both tell us ot others faults, 
and bid us forgive them. For mauy of 
them we ſhould not ſuſpect, but from the 
whiſpers of their parallels in our own bo- 
loms. And therefore, by not forgiving 
them, we condemn — If, then, 
we would be forgiven by ourſelves, or 
others, we mult forgive. A truth for 
which I thank my preſent Revicw. 

What I like leaſt in this ſurvey, for 
fear it ſhould prove our own caſe, is this; 
I find old men apt to think well of them- 
ſelves, not becaule they fly vice, but be- 
cauſe viee is fled; repute themſelves vir- 
tuous, becaule free — boys offences; 
ſet down impotence for victory; and 
triumph, becauſe they have not fought, 
becauſe they meet no foe. And what 
makes me even tremble, is, I fee ſome, 
who, blameleſs in youth, are overtaken 
by folly when in years, and (of all Gghts 
the moſt deplorable!) I ſee them dragged 
by their white beards into the fouleſt 
enormitics. Faults which-are the natural 
growth of the diſtinct periods of life, may 
meet with ſome toleration : but the mon- 
ſtrous growth of vices out of ſeaſon no 
man ſpares: becauſe the hot-beds of La. 
cijer only can raiſe crimes, in which A- 
ture has no hand. 

Heaven avert from us ſuch an end! 
for, far from blameleſs was our begin- 
ning. In our early days (called the days 
of innocence, ) we had our little villainies; 
our vice in miniature: as years and 
temptations increaſed, in years leſs ripe, 
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than in iniquity; we were no petty cri- 
minals, before we were men. We wiſh- 
ed, indeed, for wiſdom ; but what wis- 
dom would have avoided, we made our 
favourite choice ; what wiſdom would 
have choſen, we bid wait till to-morrow. 
Frequent were our quarrels with our 
faults ; but rarely puſhed on to a parting. 
Pleaſure had it's charms, and Virtue it's 
efforts; and ſometimes, in a paſſion, 
threw it's Rider. But triumphs ct 
paſſion are but ſhort: no rebukes ſo 
powerful as thoſe from our own conduct. 
Afﬀords not this, then, a ſtrong caution 
for the future? The diſtempers of the 
paſt periods of our lives are the beſt anti- 
dotes for thoſe to come. 

Retroſpection informs me, It was, 
not, open war with our enemy; now, 

rfect peace: how eaſy Sin fat on our 

earts ; and called itſelf ſpirit, wiſdom, 
any thing but what it was? When ſome 
merciful difcipiine awakꝭd us frem our 
trance, we fought ; and we conquered : 
but what was our conqueſt ? ſuch as ra- 
ther marr'd our wrong enjoyments, than 
wedded us cloſely to the right. We 
called the right our beloved, our ſpouſe; 
but often committed adultery againſt it; 
thus loſing the joys both of the unner, 
and the faint: ſo motley a creature is 
man: as mutable, as God is fixed. 
Ours, indeed, was no uncommon cafe ; 
but others fanits are not ovr abtolution, 
An abſolution it is howerer, with which 
many are content: though his Helinefs 
could ſcarce give his faints one more in- 
effeual and vain. 

Who is he, my dear friend, that can 
ahſolve ns, or condemn ?—Look through 
thy whole pant life, and aniwer. What 
year, nay, what day, has paſſed unim- 
powered to vouch for His ciement, and 
ablolute reign ? See I not, in numberleſs 
inſtances, the naked hand of Providence 
ſtretched out, as it were, on this ſide the 
clouds, pointing us to God? Now, 
ſhewing how little this world can give, by 
pouring on us the fall enjoyment of it ; 
to turn our hearts on a better. Now, 
ſhewing us, by the calannties of others, 
how much we may ſuffer in this world; 
to keep us in awe, though curſeives were 
unhurt. Now, breaking to pieces all our 
own ſchemes, and raiſung our happinels 
out of their ruins; to teach us humility, 
gratitude, and on whom to nely ; thew- 
ing us, that moſt of our triumphs are 
errors; and or ditappointments, cſcapes. 
Now bringing us, when moſt ſecure, to 
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the brink of the 
ſumption. Now matching us from it. 
when paſt all human help; to kindle de. 
votion, and 4orbid the pain of deſpair. 
Now defeating us in ſpite of all our wil. 
dom; now bleſſing us in ſpite of all our 
folly : bleſſing, to ſweeten life; the con. 
trary, to wean us from it. And thus, 
in both worlds to provide for our welfare, 
as far as the nature of humanity will 


admit. 


What aglorious image of Divine Good. 


neſs is this? The wiſeſt cannot pay halt 
it's due in their higheſt opinion, nor the 
beſt in their profoundeſt acknowlegment, 
of it. And can we not ſhe as —— 
a portrait of human weakneſs in on:- 
ſelves ? How are our two different paths 
of life equally ſtrewed over with follies 
with follies thick as Autumn leaves ! but 
not thick enough to hide our fauks : tv 
numerous both, that J am quite diſin- 
clmed to look longer backward ; and 
haſten, for refuge, into ſome change of 
thought. And here, ſhall only add, that 
man overlooks the moſt inſtructive bock 
in his ſtudy, if he reads not himſelt. 

And now, I fear, you will ſay, that 
how «/eful, and natural, ſoever Life's Re- 
view may be, yet vou can find but little 
pieaſure in it. In it there is no pleaſure 
to be found, but what has coſt us ſome 
pain; but what we have fought our way 
to, through nature's perverſe biaſs, an 
beheging temptations. Unbought plea- 
ſure is not the growth of carth-:-this is 
a militant ſtate ; nor mult man unbuck 1: 
his armour, till he puts on his ſhroud : 
for the molt victorious veteran may meet 
with a defeat. Nothing in Life's Review 
can give delight, but what we may cal! 
our trophies, or ſpoils taken in war. All 
elſe is vaniſhed as a dream. 

What have I ſaid? vaniſhed as a dream 
— Would to God it was! *tis et! Far 
from it! Every moment is immortal 
Every moment {hall return, and lay it“ 
whole freight, nothing loſt, it's every 
whiſper,everythought, before the Throne: 
the throne of Him who ſent it to man 
on that commiſſion; and commands 
back, at the ſtated day, to make it's rc- 
port; to be regiſtered in eternity, for the 


peruſal of Angels, and the juſtification ot 


their King. Tell our gay triflers, that 


there is no ſich thing as a trifle upon 
earth. Can any thing be a trifle that has 
an effe& eternal? Tell them, though they 
are ſo well aſſured, that there is nothing 
{crious upon earth, that Time, to man, 16, 

n 


ve; to repreſs pre. 
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n 
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© (ome a more ſerious ſcaſon 
Wan Eternity: that bis Eternity is abſo- 
ately the creature of Time: that tis 
}, or fair, rejoices, or laments, as Fime, 
nipotent Time! (that trifle which they 
row away) ordains it's fate. It they 
t it, let them aſk their jovial com- 
nion, who died of their happineſs laſt 


5 


Many, my friend! hayemade a worſe, 
any, a better, uſe of time than we have 
ne. Many have been more criminal; 
Many, more innocent. But moſt men 


*Fmagine that innocent, which has a nega- 


ve guilt. An idle day is a guilty day, 
2 11 ſo ſhort and . with 
More than human thought can carry, in- 
mbent on it. There are not more ſpots 
the Sun, than in the life of à Saint. 
What then are we?—O my friend] at 
KHalfa glance through life, I perceive, that, 
tough we have made a ſhiftto creepout of 
the Augean Stable, yet have we not ſcaled 
the temple of Virtue : though we made the 
thoice of Hercules, yet we wanted his 
rength: though we, ſometimes, lopped 
ne head of the Hydra; yet, too often, ſe- 
yen ſhot up in it's ſtead. Whereas, on the 
Eontrary, they that have been long tolled 
dy folly, when once landed on a good life, 
ſhould burn their ſhips; as Cæſar once 
durnt thoſe of his legions on the Br:ti/þ 
Soaſt: I mean, that the warmeſt Reſolu- 
Yon ſhould deſtroy the very deſire of em- 
Parking in ill; and fo render a return 
Inpracticable. 
Such then, being our feeble attempts, 


ſio ſlender our pretence to wiſdom, it be- 


Xx 


comes us to give thoſe, whom we have ſo 
freely treated, their revenge. To confeſs, 
that, though we are not quite Horizon- 
tali, yet neither are we quite Upright ; 
Sand, though we have ſet up for Reform- 


| 1 ers, yet are we not, altogether, Men. 


Annan, my friend! is a glorious be- 
N. | 
ung; agreat rarity ; there are but few to 


ve tound, A mazisan exalted character, 
& doubly great; he is an hero, and a king. 
bo, t ew 
their own hearts. 
rious, as to drive domimons, principalittes, 
and poabers, before them. Both theſe meet 
ma real man: he ranks, in reality, but a 
© little lower than the Angels: nor long, 


Kings are ſo great as to reign over 
Few heroes ſo victo- 


ſo low. — O friend! man is a wonderful 
being! Anon, I will tell thee what thou 

= at; and (mark what I fay,) I will ſur- 
= Priſe thee with thyſelf. | 


At preſent, only this.— Dare we ſay, 


© that we are arrived at the character I have 
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mentioned? No. Dare we ſay, It was not 
in our power? No.-Why then this 
cowardice in a pofible Hero? Why this 
diſloyalty to himſelf, in a paſſibhle King? 
Whence this reproach to reaſon, and im- 
mortality? Whence this inglorious, and 
abſolute deſertion from our godlike ſelves? 
Sounds that too highꝰ— In whoſe image 
were we made? I foreſee your objection; 
I grantthat image is impaired: but I quit 
not my point; I dare athrm, that beings 
which are free, rational, and immortal, 
may be Gods in due time, through Di- 
vine Grace, if they pleaſe. 

How deplorable our diftance from it? 
Whence this uumanly defect? Know we 
not that, unleſs our conduct is that of a 
man, it had been better for us, if in a 
lower ſpecies had fallen our lot? Why 
were we called into being? What we have 
enjoyed already poorly Pays our mother's 
pain, and our own, Would thou repeat 
thy part in the comedy? act it o'er again? 
Wouldſt thou be rejumbled in this rough 
Theſpian cart, dragged on by thoſe two 
ſkeletons, half-ſtarved Hope, and panting 
Expectatian, through bad roads, now 
worſe and worſe, and thy fellow-ftrollers 
in a conſtant we . againſt both thy 
pay, and thy applauſe; how well ſoever 
thy part is performed; how great ſoever 
thy indulgence is to them?— Thou 
wouldſt not. Here and there, indeed, 
we might pick up a lucky hour, alboque 
xotanda lapillo, that might make us ſmile 
agam. But nature, and indeed, reaſon, 
tarts back at the Whole. If we ſhould 
ind a ſmall pearl in one oyſter of a mil- 
lion, it would hardly make us fiſhers for 
life. | 

Wouldft thou, then, ceaſe to be 
No, nature ſhudders at it. That horn of 
the alternative wounds more than the 
former: if ſo; our wiſhes, as well as our 
nature, puſh us into Eternity. And ſhall 
we fear, what we wilh? Fear it we muſt, 
unleſs we provide a good reception there. 
We have provided for the to-morrow, 
and to-morrow was not fatished. If we 
provide for eternity, our ſatisfaction will 
be full. We have provided for many 

ars; for more than we ſhall ever ſee; 
bot not for thoſe which will never cnd, 

Ho great the diſhonour, my dear fel - 
Jow-crimimal! in us, who were not blind 
to the grand futurity, were not cold to the 
Divine Rewards; to let the glowing 
thoughts of immortality ſo far mingle 
with the dregs of ſenſe? Is net this, with 
the wings of an eagle, to drop into the 
mire? 


mire? There lies the Pleaſure of which 
the world is ſo fond, That bane of pri- 
vate Property, that preſage of _ la- 
very, that ſure Annihilation of a rational 
Creature, and Creation of a Wretch eter- 
nal. It has robbed Earth of more lives, 
and Heaven of more Souls, than the bo- 
dy collective of all other evils diſcharging 
their whole quivers on man. 

Our weakneſs, and our ſecurity under 
the conſequences of it, is no uncommon 
caſe. Bluſhing I look round for it's 
fatal cauſe. And do I not find it, where, 
if found, it muſt increaſe my confuſion ? 
Do I not find it in the great Goodneſs of 
God? If ſo; how mult that reproach 
and brand the deep ingratitude of man? 
And, I think, I find it there. 


THE GENERAL CAUSE OF SECURITY 
IN SIN, 


Fk. conſider, my good Friend! what 
can he do that ventures to continue 
in Sin? He cannot defy the Wrath Di- 
vine; that is not in man. He cannot 
acquieſce under the terror of it's conſe- 
uence; he mult therefore preſume on 
Line mercy, I know myſelf worth- 
© lefs, yet earth pours it's bleſſings. I 
© know myſelt worthleſs, yet Heaven 
© buys me with it's blood, What is to 
© be feared, what is not to be hoped, 
© from ſuch a God? Be my crimes what 
© they will, ſome yet unrevcaled expedi- 
ent will be found for my ſafety. For 
© God is Lowe.” Thus, poſſibly, he 
may reaſon: and thus, at once, do two 
ſtrange things: cite Scripture to his ruin; 
and make the mercies of God fatal to man. 
God, indeed, is Love: but ſhall man 
therefore be a montter? And a monſter 
in the judgment ot all men? All confeſs 
that there is an admirable conſent be- 
tween the precepts of virtue, and the ſen- 
tunents of our common realon. All 
confeſs, that virtue receives a conſtant 
approbation from the unitorm verdict 
ot our conſciences. All confcſs, that 
virtue practiſed, brings in the greateſt 
happineſs to ſociety ; he, therefore, that 
is not wirtuous, can give himſelf no ſatiſ- 
factory account, why be was born either 
with reaſon, or conſcience, or a defire of 
happineſs: ſince he has nothing of what 
they all demand from him. And, there- 
fore, be mult appear an unaccountable 
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being; that is, a monſter, not only to 
others, but himſelf. 

This is more than enough to make 
vice our averſion, though God were Love 
to that abſurd degree, which our folly | 


may fancy, and which our vice moſt cer 
But there is 


tainly wiſhes, and wants. 
no ſuci Love in Him: it is blaſphemous 
to ſuppoſe it. God 7s Love, and there- 
fore — hat? That which many may 
leaſt expe&—therefore God is terrible : ' 
from whence ariſes His marvellous Love 
to man? Of man He has no need; the 
Divine happineſs is complete: in man He 
ſees no merit; He knows we are worth- 
leſs, as well as we ourſelves: but then, 
far better than we, He knows that we 
are Immortal. That therefore (moſt 
intereſting and moſt alarming thought!) 
that therefore, we muſt ſuffer, or enjoy, 
for wer. 

Hence, be moſt aſſured, my Friend ! 
his regard for man, Hence, for a worm, 
to-day crawling out of the earth; and to- 
morrow more deſpicably (till, crawling 
into corruption; his Compaſſion, his So- 
licitude, his Councils held on high; and 
all the wonders of his Love. Wonders? 
—much more than wonders to man; 
they are wonders in Heaven! They ſtrike 
with amazement the firſt Angels of light. 

Conſcious of thy own meanneſs, can'tt 
thou ſcarce beheve that Divine Indulg- 
enceſhould thus abound? Conſider: God, 
indeed, called us out of the duff. But 
He called us into an eternity: an eternity, 
henceforward, commenſurate with his 
own: and ſhall not his Concern be com- 
menſurate in degree, bear a proportion to 
his gift? Shall not one ſhew as much of 
the Great God as the other? As He has 
made us Immortal; he has made ns al!o 
Endangered, creatures, Creatures that 
mult, neceſſarily, ſtand the molt impor- 
tant, and incomprehenſible conſequence 
of their own doubtful conduct for ever. 
Does not this abate thy ſurprize at ſuch 
abundant indulgence ? It muſt, if Gd 
Lowe, and vouchſafes to look on us in 
the mentioned light. In that light He 
looks on us. Thence his more than pe- 
ternal Bowels of Compaſſion for the mott 
unworthy of men. Thence his Omni- 
E exerted in giving proofs of his 

ove. 

But why, ſayeſt thou, is this love fe- 
rible? Is not that love moſt terrible which 
tells us we are in danger of being eternally 
undone? and this love tells us ſo; for (as 
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conceive) it never had exiſted, had not 


at been our caſe. 
& How deep, then, and deplorable, 1s 
eir miſtake, who preſume to fin, be- 
Nuſe God is ſo good; when God is ſo 
Jod purely becauſe He knows that pre- 
Fumption will be their ruin? Who pre. 
ume on impunity for Sin, becauſe God 
s ſo good; when God is ſo good, purely 
cauſe He knows that Sin, and Impu- 
Mity, are incompatible? Such men make a 
Nemonſtration of their danger, the baſis 
Sf their Security; and fear nothing, be- 
cauſe an Omnipotence, that is ſolicitous 
For their welfare, gives a4 that He is 
pprehenſive of their deſtruction. 
| Such men reaſon ill. Still worſe, ex- 
rience cannot convince them. What 
Wheir experience of every day, every hour 
proves to be true, they will not believe: 
they doubt, if they ſhall be (not to uſe a 
harſher word) condemned for their Sins. 
Wet they know that they ſhall die. Now, 
as I take it, their death is a prelude, and 
=ſlurance, of their future condemnation: 
for, if Beings, originally immortal, die 
For another's Sin, can it be doubted, but 
that they ſhall be condemned for their 
oon? and that death (which 1s a de- 
monſtration that Sin ſhall not eſcape un- 
puniſhed) is unavoidable, they are con- 
Winced by their Senſes. Unleſs our Cen- 
aurs, therefore, lay aſide their ſenſes, as 


* a, 


* * 


well as their reaſon, for the future they 


muſt forego hopes too frequent, and 
too ſanguine, among them. Nor longer 
turn a proof of immortality into a pre- 
ſumption on impunity; Heaven's in- 
dulgence, into deſtruction; and gather 
poiſon from the Tree of Life. 

Il know not, my friend! if others 
have urged theſe arguments, with re- 
E gard to the cauſe of God's great indul- 
4 gence to man, and the certainty of pu- 
miſhment for Sin; but to me they ap- 
pear of a very weighty and affecting na- 
ture. There are ich truths of the laſt 
moment to men, which, at firſt aſpect, 
have ſomewhat ſurprizing in them: they 
require, and well deſerve, our ſecond 
& thoughts. 

I will give you two; one from Scrip- 


Vit the Lord there is mercy, therefore 
Pall be be feared. —With man there is im- 
= mortality, therefore ſhall be tremble.— 
© Tremble at himſelf! Tremble at his 
= own power, which can give what colour 
he will to a whole eternity. Tremble at 


his ownglory; that he has Angels for his 
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ture; one from my own thoughts: 
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ard; and an Almiglity for his friend. 

es, tremble at all that might incline 
him to triumph: theſe Cs, that 
inſpire preſumption, increaſe danger: 
are magnificent aſſurances that he may 
be plunged beyond hope; be loſt patt re · 
trie ve. 

God, indeed, forbids our deſpair: 
but not becauſe his Love will ſave us in 
our Sins; but becauſe deſpair ſtops all 
effort at amendment; and without it his 
Love deſires our welfare in vain. His 
Love is ſuch, as to give us encourage- 
ment, and ſupport, in every thing, but 
Sin: ſuch, as to ſupport our ſpirits 
amid the ruins of a failing world ; but 
not under the cloud of one unrepented 
guiit, 

This flings light on a part of Scrip- 
ture, which has a cloud on it in ſome eyes; 
and with others quite ruins it's credit: 
Work out your Salvation with fear and 
trembling : a ſtrange text to thoſe, who 
fear and tremble at nothing ſo much as 
at a diſappointment in their luſts. Our 
Salvation muſt be worked out: wiſhing, 
and willing, will not bring it; hoping, 
and confiding, will not procure it; it 
will not come by chance; no, nor by 
gift, and infuſion. It muſt be worked 
out with Fear; becauſe fear is the ſtrong- 
elt guard of diligence, without which, 
this work cannot go on; and with 
Trembling, left we ſhould fail in this im- 
portant work; left we ſhould think too 
lightly of the Divine Juſtice; and leſt 
our very confidence ſhould betray us, 
even though we were good men: for 
good men have failed purely from a good 
opinion of their own ſtate. For a good 
opinion begets Security; Security begets 
Ne ligence; and Negligence, 'Tempra - 
tation; and Temptation, a Fall: and 
(if unrepented) a Fall into that ſtate, 
where cur fu wiſh will be, that we ne- 
ver had been born; and (worſe ſtill!) 
where there is ro la/?. Pain is fome- 
times ſo great even H, that we loſe our 
ſenſes; there it will be far greater; wy 
(how terrible to fay!) our ſenſes wil 
not be loſt. 


THOUGHTS FOR AGE. 
ON the bank of that ſtate we, now, 
ſtand: that poſt of wiſdom, if 
ever men are wiſe: which is the reaſon 
why they wiſh it may be long before they 
H arrive 
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nal home ? 
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arrive at it: for folly is the favourite of 
mankind: and is it not our own? Though 
there we ſtand, we ſcarce believe it; ſo 
much our wiſhes obſtru& our belief: or, 
believing, ſcarce know what being there 
means; ſo much familiarity takes awa 
our attention; and robs things of their 
power to ſtrike ſtrong on our minds. Eter- 
rity has ſo often paſſed our lips, that it 
has forgot it's way to our hearts. Did 
it enter there, would it not extinguiſh 
every earth · born paſſion in it? Yes; as 
the 1 the ſmalleſt ſpark of fire. 
Though ve ſtand on it's awful brink, 
ſuch our leaden biaſs to the world, we 
turn our faces the wrong way; we are 
ſtill looking on our old acquaintance, 
Time; though, ow, ſo waſted and re- 
duced, that we can ſee little more of him 
than his wings and his ſcythe: our age 
enlarges his wings to our imagination 
and our fear of death, his ſcythe ; as 
Time himſelf grows leſs. His confump- 
tion is deep: his annihilation is at hand. 

Should we not then turn us round, and 

ook on eternity? That glorious home of 

all that ſurvives, and ontſhines the Sun; 
that Kingdom of Souls Immortal! Of 
ImmortalSouls, Time is only the maturing 
womb; from eternity they wait their real 
birth. Are we, my Friend! matured? 
Or ſhall we prove abortive to the world 
of glory? if we were mature, why tarry 
here ſo long? By protraQting life, Heaven 
ſhews not it's favour to thoſe that are fit 
to die, Is not, the buſineſs of our day 
undone, the cauſe why we are ſuffered to 
fit up ſo late? To be ſo long on our 
weary legs, after the common hour of 
human reſt? I fear it is. I much fear 
we are permitted to liye, purely becauſe 
e do not deſerve it. 

Is it not, (my languid fellow-traveller 
in the deep vale of years!) high time to 
be wuler? leſt the greateſt of curſes ſhould 
fall ow us, that of being wiſe too late: 
which 1s the moſt emphatical definition 
of a Fool. The world 1s worn out to 
us; and we are worn out to the world, 


- Theworld;which knows it's own intereſt, 


quits us, as rats a ruined houſe; if we 
kney ours, ſhould we not quit the world, 
as bees an exhauſted flower? We can 
make nomore honey of it; it's ſweets are 
gone. Where are it's formerly ſweet de- 
luhonz; it's airy caſtles, and glittering 
ſpires? Are we not left on a lonely, bar- 
ren, briery heath, to grope out-our weary 
way, through the dulk of life, to our fi- 
Shall not the diſſolved en- 


chantment ſet the captive free? Are ws 
Torriſmond's or Sudbury's ? Shall ov; 3 


dotage rivet our chains, when kind na- 


ture would knock them off? To ſpeak 8 
a language even Centaurs may under. iy 
ſtand, * A laſt card, well played, may 


yet win the game.” 
Conſider; are we ſcheming 


ſill? b 


ſtretching out a trembling hand, Which 


wants to be ſupported, to graſp at the Ny 
nothing that comes next? Any thing now 


gained would rather mock, than enrich : 


us; can any thing enrich, that cannot 


be enjoyed? Graſp at new faculties, and | | 4 


new powers, if thou canſt find them, or 
new objects will only laugh us to ſcorn, 
But hadſt thou even he, if the value of 
things is in proportion to our term in 
them, their price at our market ſhoul4 
fall very low. 


It is a good — to know when we 4 


have all, and to laugh at that cheat more. 
which is ever ſtealing our hearts. But it 
is as uncommon, as good. Hence, {c- 
niors aremilking the world after it is dry. 


Is it not a ſhame that we ſhould be glean- | 


ing ſublunary raus, hen our harveſt of | 


lite is over? hoping an after-crop in our 
ſtubble? Though called to diadems, 
where harveſt is perpetual; where an 
harveſt, more than golden, profuſcly 
crowns an eternal year? 

As tothe paſs which is ſo much feared; 
the dark, ſubterranean entry to future 
lifez into which our weak imagination 
peeps, and ftarts back, as a child at 2 
ſhadow; all thanks to the bleſſed Goſpel, 
we know what will light us up a lamp in 
it, and leſſen it's formidable gloom. I 
have ſeen a Death · bed, the reverſe of poor 
Altamont's, where the by-ſtanders were 
the greateſt ſufferers; and the King of 
terrors, by chriſtian patience, was over- 
matched. The power of Religion ſhone 
out without a veil; nor could any riſing 
ſuſpicions of Hypocriſy dim it's Lultre. 
In ſuch Scenes as theſe the human heart 
is no longer inviſible to man; and a 
1 of Heaven is diſcovered in ſuch a 

t. 
"We know what can make us ſlcep 


ſweetly in the duſt: what can ſmooth 


the rough tranſition; ſoften death into 
a ſort of tranſlation, which interrupts not 
(bleſſed be God!) our exiſtence; nor our 
peace. In peace have many died; and, 


therefore, tis certain, all may. The 
whole ſecret for obtaining that peace is 
an abfolute reſignation to the moſt High; 
which (as hard a taſk as it ſeems à0 ſome) 
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& the bottom is no more than owning him 
be God. And a contrary conduct (as 
ttle as tis conſidered) has atheilm, — 
Bal atheiſm, in it. It is queſtioning ſome 
bf his attributes, though not denying a 
Bod. May that peace be thine! My 
Heart beats with ardor for thy preſent 
Peace, and future bliſs, May I ſhare it 
Svith thee! What a poor broken em- 
Srace, what a ſad fragment of friend- 
Mip, is that which wk at the grave? 
uch a tranſitory tie gives a ſecond dart 
J death; and a double diflolution to de- 
Parting man. That of ſoul and body 
arce more ſevere. 
Would to Heaven! that all friendſhips 
ere, evidently, friendſhips of immortal 
en. Such, I mean, as gave proof of 
eir having each others eternal intereſts 
mt heart. Modern, at leaſt, faſhionable, 
iendſhip flows from a polluted ſource 
t taſtes too ſtrong of Earth; without the 
aſt tincture of Man(asabovedelcribed;) 
Without the leaſt ſpirit of Immortality in it. 
ay, worſe; it often ſprings from cauſes 
Pat will not bear the light; and reſem- 
es the dark ſtreams ot Alpheus, and 
rethuſa, that mingle under ground: 
ﬆ* ſhould rather reſemble Eridanus, 
Which is ſaid to flow from Heaven. 
How many have we of theſe ſubterra- 
mean attachments? What is it ties our 
Ccntaurs together in ſo long a firing? — 
Leaping together the ſame barriers of the 
Wecent, and the juſt; ranging the ſame 
Forbidden grounds; gorging at the ſame 
manger; neighing the ſame inflammatory 
une; or being daily rid, and ſorely 
| Kh fa by the domineering inſolence of 


8 


— 


the ſame inflamed miſtreſs. 

Since ſuch their accompliſhments, I 
wg Hope to levy a Lapithean infantry ſuffici- 
ent lucceſsfully to carry on the war now 
opened againſt them.—As Chiron blew 
the trumpet which called the Greeks to 
'y he ſiege of Troy; I hear there is a mo- 
ern Chiron, who ſounds as many inſtru- 
nnents, as Nebuchadnezzar did to ſum- 
non his idolaters; and that he raiſes 
forces, and ceaſes not to carry on the 
war at a waſt expence. Doubtleſs he 
aas typefied of old by him who is ſaid 
In Virgil 


13 


E. 


= 
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Ere ciere viros, martemgue accendere cantu. 


For my own part, my Friend! I fancy 
ny campaign will ſoon be over. I have 
4 l tequent pains: and, I think, I hear the 
E. | alter call, If fo, ſhould we not leave 
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this world, though not yet admitted cf 
the next? Have we not been, through 
life, anxiouſly providing one year for 
the next? And ſhall we grudge to pay 
half that pains for an Eternity? 

Conſider, my Immortal Friend! ſhould 
we not leave the world, before the world 
leaves us? It is diſmal to be left. There 
is 4 noble abſence from Earth, while we 
are yet on it: and there is a nobler in- 
timacy with Heaven, while we are yet. be- 
neath it. If our affection flies thither, 
we ſhall he welcomed by ſuperior Beings, 
and not be miſled by men, whoaclight 
in novelties ; or, if miſled, admired the 
more for being once in the right. They 
mult be ſomewhat out of this world, who 
would bedeepin the concerns of thenext: 
and is it not time we ſhould be fo? Till 
the buſineſs of life (as tis called) is over, 
it's real buſineſs is rarely begun: nor 
always then. Age is apt to carry it's al- 
lowed title to repoſe too far: Age is the 
moſt buſy period of human life. But 
it's tranſactions are not with men. There- 
fore that abſence above mentioned is moſt 
fit for us. It is a ſort of third ſtate be- 
tween this world and the next. Huw 
proper then for the reception of thoſe, 
whole term is out, here, according to the 
common age of man? 

And can it be hard for us to lay this 
world aſide, ſince they that have fared 
beſt in the world, have only the feweſt 
objections againſt it. Is it not an old 
Tragi- comedy read over and over, which 
by no means, 


** 


—Decies repetita placebit? Juv. 
To ſpeak in the licentious ſtile of comedy, 
Man is a mule, of mixedorigin, of Hea- 
ven and Earth: Earth has had more than 
it's thare of us; give Heaven the reſt; 
and that for a dowble reaſon. All know 
that hope is life's cordial: it works mi- 
racles: without happineſs it makes men 
happy. What have been all the pleaſures 
of our former years, but joyous prophe- 
cies, and bold promiſes in the name of 
to-morrow ? Worldly Hope in age expires, 
If he provides not another hope, a man 
of years, and a man of miſery, mean the 
ſame thing. Therefore the ſame ſteps 
are to be taken whether we would ſweeten 
the remaining dreg of life, or provide a 
triumph for eternity. ö | 
The worldly wiſhes, which an old man 
ſends out, are like Noah's dove; the 


cannot find whereon to light, and mul 
H 2 return. 
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return to 'his own heart again for reſt. 
His natural, and, perhaps, moſt allow- 
able and proper wiſh is for reſpect. But 


reſpect forage is a#irtue. I. need ſay 


no more to convince him how little of it 
he muſt expect: and, indeed, he but ill 
deſerves it from others, who, by doating 
on the world, denies it to binnfelf, 
When infirmity drives the world from 
us, or diſeaſe 2 us to our chamber, 
ſhall we not be all alone with the great 
Father of ſpirits, and Searcher of hearts? 
Is it not worth while a little beforehand 
to practiſe our Leſſon, that we may be 
the — prepared to ſuſtain ſuch an in- 
terview? Our wiſdom cannot add to the 
days, but it can lighten the burden, of 
iife; and leſſen the terrors of death. 
Death forgot in youth is folly; in age, 
madneſs. With regard to that King of 
Terrors, how many in years borrow the 
ſecurity of youth; for it is impoſſible it 
ſhould belong to them. Happy they! 
whom death, when he comes, ſhall find 
at home; his viſit will have leſs of terror 
in it. Out of pure decency to the Dig- 
nity of human nature, of which the de- 
cays and imperfections ſhould not be ex- 


poſed, Men in years, by receſs, ſhould 


fling a veil over them, and to the world 
be alittle buried, before they are interred, 
An old man's too great familiarity with 
the public is an indignity to the human 
nature, and a neglect of the Divine. A 
greater intercourſe with it than the calls 
of duty and virtue demand, 1s indecent, 
religious, and contemptible; ſpeaking 
acquieſcence in contempt, dotage on the 
world, and oblivion of Eternity. His 
fancying himſelf to be ſill properly one 
ct this world, and on a common foot 
with the reſt of mankind, is, as if a man 
getting drunk in the morning, after a 
ong nap, lifting his drowſy lids at 
ſun-ſet, ſhould take it for break of day, 
But grant him to be ſtil! of this world; 
grant him all it can give; what is this 
world, but a machine played on us by 
our great enemy for the diſſipation of hu- 
man thought, whoſe ſcattered rays muſt 
be collected, as it were, to a focal point, 
n order duly to warm our devotion; and 
ſet a pious heart on fire? And can any 
happineſs ſubſiſt in age without piety? 
Impoſſible! It's intimacy with the world, 
is not for the pleaſures it can give; they 
are paſt; tis purely to diſlodge the 
thoughts of death, which intrude at that 
ſeaſon; that is, it is purely to decline the 
pleaſures of Heaven. 


THOUGHTS FOR AGE, | 
Why, my Friend! is our day of TA 


extended beyond the expiration of 1, 
common Term? Is it not indulged to tl: 


great need our paſt conduct has of 1! 


And ſhall our folly reverſe the kind in. 
tention of that Divine indulgence to u, 
Shall it ſet us farther from our God? 
am never ſo ſtrongly ſtruck with th- 
weakneſs and depravity of man, as when 
I ſee grey hairs playing the fool. Hope, 
which in other evil appearances ſupports 
our ſpirits, fails us — What can 
ſhock common ſenſe, what can create 


amazement, if not the failings that would 


diſhonour youth, in thoſe that are mira. 
culouſly alive after the ſtated period of 
human life? This is an outrage to Rea. 
ſon, beyond the boldneſs of the Delpc. 
rado that confounds us moſt : this out- 
dares the Felon repeating his crime, not 
only under the gallows, but with the 
cord about his neck. Where is that world 
into which you and I were born? It 
under-ground; and a generation of ſtran. 
gers are dancing over our coevals long 
ſince in the duſt. Where is that world 
into which we ſhall be born? Far, tir 
above the Sun, if, while we are beneath 
it, we behave ourſelves like men. But 
if this life was our only concern, cont. 
der, that nothing but being wiſer, that!“ 
better than thoſe born after us, can po- 
ſibly reſcue the decays of age from avc:- 
hon and contempt. 

Fain would I have my pen of ſome 
ſervice to the aged, now my neareſt re- 
lations, thoſe of blood are no more. To 
the former am I related by like date, 


duty, intereſt, concern, and above all- 


unc itſa periula jungunt. Ovin, 
Still eager in worldly purſuits, warm in 
the chace of ſhadows, ſhall we ruſh, 38 
down a precipice, and leap plumb into 
the jaws of extempore death ? 

No, let us halt in our career; pauſe 
on the brink ; and provide for our eternal 


Peace. Can I better expreſs my love than 


by preſſing it on thee? I preſs it ſtrongly. 
And know, my Friend! that Heaven; 
and (as I have ſhewed thee) a mot in- 


dulgent Heaven, joins my pathetic wiſh; 


and Angels, ardent Angels, fay Amen. 


And what want they? (mark it well,) 


they want nothing but thy own concur- 
rence to crown their wiſhes for thy wel- 
fare, Dear Sir, yours. 
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mon caſe) for their apology. 
maſter Epicurus meant much the ſame, 
by ſetting the gods at ſuch a dittance; 
G and for their repoſe, exempting them 
from the trouble of inſpecting the trifles 
= of men. 
7 of man's nature, and deſtination, is his 
© beſt bulwark againſt the frequent and vio- 
© lent aſſaults temptation makes on him. 
© This is a ſubje& which I wiſh had been 
taken into better hands. For, as it de- 
& mands all the powers of the nobleſt pen 
© to reach it's heights; fo the world ſtands 
in need of having this, above all other, 
& preſſed home on their hearts; for all other 


ol any great moment aue unplied in. it, 


DIGNITY 


IRE, Sir, I enter on that elevated 


* theme, The Dignity of Mar. 


* 


© Major rerum mibi naſcitur rd. VII SG. 


1 ſhall ſcale the ſummit of human na- 


ture, and ſet it's Dignity in the ſtrongeſt 


light; that the contraſt may ſtrike our 
Centaurs with a juſt ſenſe of their own 
ghaſtly condition; and more clearly de- 
monitrate the depth of their fall. Many 
are for degrading their nature, that they 
may leſſen it's duties; and for looking on 
themſelves as beings inſignificant, that 
they may be profligate beings with a bet- 
ter grace; and (as they would flatter 
themſelves) with more excuſe. They run 


voluntarily into this error, as men run 


into the dark, that they may ſin without 
a bluſh; framing a lie (which is the com- 
'Their 


A. due ſenſe of the grandeur 


THE 


oF MAN, 


There are but few whoſe opinions do not 
too much widen the diftance betwcen an 
Angel, and a Man. I ſhall bring them 
nearer together, as the beſt means for the 
retormation of Centaurs (as you ſhall ſee 
and for the moſt noble exaltation of Men. 

J have juſt now obſerved, that“ An- 
gels want nothing but thy own concur- 
* rence to crown their wiſhes for th 
welfare. This is true: ſhall I not 
then be pardoned, if I preſume to put the 
ſame meaning into ſomewhat an higher 
itile, and ſay (with all reverence) that 
Heaven's 1 . are at thy mercy ?—If 
fo, think, and think again, What art 
thou? Thou poor, feeble, earth-born, 
mortal! What art Thou?—Darts not on 
thee a ſtream of heavenly Light? Poſt 
thou not ſce an amazing N in man? 
Have I not then, made my bold pro- 
miſe good? Did I not, above, tell thee, 
I would ſurprize thee with thyſelt? 

Nor can 7 reſt here. A man is almoſt 
more than man can conceive; a marvel- 
lous being that riſes above himſelf, dart- 
ing ray of glory beyond the reach of his 
own fight. My heart is tied to this en- 
dearing, tranſporting, and triumphant, 
theme. 

Is thy conſent neceſſary to finiſh what 
is begun, or rather, only deſigned, above? 
How ſtrangely this ſounds! Yet muſt I 

roceed in a (till higher ſtrain.— In thee 
it is, (how e bold, and impious 
lo to ipeak?) Yes, it is in thee, to grant, 
or 


mighty cauſe. | 
greatly favoured, greatly deſtined,” and, 


or deny, the requeſt of the Almighty.— 
And impious, indeed, it would be, if 
unauthorized by Scripture, in which that 
requelt is made. 

A requeſting Omnipotence - What 
can ſtun, and confound thy reaſon more? 
What more can raviſh, and exalt thy 
heart? It can't but raviſh and exalt; it 
can't but gloriouſly difturb, and perplex 
thee, to take in all hat thought ſuggeſts. 
Thou child of the duſt! thou ſpeck of 
miſery and fin! How abject thy weak- 
neſs? How great 1s thy power? Thou 
crawler on earth, and, poſſible, (I was 
about to ſay) controuler of the ſkies! 

Weigh, and weigh well, the wondrous 

Truths I have in 3 which cannot be 
weighed too much: which, the more 
they are weighed, amaze the more: 
which to have — before they were 
revealed, would have been as great mad- 
neſs; and to have preſumed on, as great 
fin, as it is now madneſs and fm, not to 
believe. Such precious, and beatifying 
news is brought us by revelation; that 
revelation which is rejected, and de- 
ſpiſed, by thoſe that affect to be thought 
wiſer, and happier, than the reſt of man- 
kind. 
The Truths, T mean, are implied in 
what follows; viz. Heaven intends, de- 
fixes, labours, works miracles, or more 
(if more can be,) for thy weltare: it 
preſſes thee, it importunately preſſes thee, 
to comply. Conſider; how art thou 
courted? And, by Whom? By Father, 
Son, and Holy Spirit; thy Felloau-labour- 
ers for thy good. How is thy afliance 
fought? and at what a price? Angels, 
inſpecting, admiring Angels, cannot 
compute it's value. An extreme of love, 
an extreme of glory, this, which thoſe 
Angels (if Angels could envy) might 
envy to man: for was it not denied to 
them ? 

Thou younger, butdarling fon of Hea- 
ven! Wonder; Tremble; Triumph !— 
Yes, Triumph; Tremble; Wonder! 
Thy greateſt emotion falls ſhort of the 
Thou greatly beloved, 


oh! greatly Endangered! take heed to 
thy iteps. Nor leſs take fire at thy Prize. 

Art thon more exalted, or terrificd, 
at what I ſay? Exultation, and fear, both 
riſe in extremes.—-With both paſſions 
comply; highly reverence thy own na- 
ture; more profoundly adore the Divine. 
Adore it with voice, heart, and life: 


and thus, to glad all Heaven, aſſert, 


THE DIGNITY OF MAN, 


reſcue, ennoble, and with bliſs eterpa! 
crown thyſelf: for without thee, in the 
conſtituted order of things, Heaven is 
unable to do it. It's Almghty hand is, 
as it were, tied up by it's own decrce. 
Without thee, thou amazing being! (par- 
doned be the word fo bold) there is im. 
potence in Heaven, Nor is it bold when 
explained; for impotence when volun- 
tary, is no impeachment of power. 

Is all this Rapturous P—Yes, ſuch a 
rapture, as nothing but groſs ignorance, 
or more fatal infidelity, can forbear. Is 
not Rapture due for Felicities inexpreſ- 
ſible? And what Felicity is ſo much a: 
ſecond to this? It is the cloſe, frequent, 
and feeling, inſpection of theſe interiora 
of man's ſublime condition, as Immor- 
tal, and Redeemed, that is the higheſt 
cordial of human joy; and the richeſt 
mine of human thought. A mine deep- 
dug by few! And yet without it, man 
is not more a ſtranger to the natives of 
Saturn, than to himſelf. Without it, 
he mutt want the true, genuine, vital, 
ſpirit of a Chriſtian. None without it 
can be filled with the Light and Com- 
fort of the Holy Ghoſt, This, O ye 
Methodiſts ! gives the real New Birth: 
this enters man in quite another world. 
In his former world all things are abſo- 
lutely changed: well nigh annthilated 
as to his wonted paſſion for them. 

The Heavens declare the glory of the 
Lord, and the Firmament ſhexveth hi: 
handy-work. But the Chriftian me 1 
have mentioned, infinitely more demand» 
our adoration and praiſe: infinitely more 
demands our exultation and joy. Are 
we tranſported, and jultly tranſported, 
at the wonderful operations of nature, 
and deciine we the contemplation ot 
greater wonders in ourſelves? and when 
the former but amuſes an hour, the latt 
blefles an Eternity? In thoſe ſtupendous 
views, it is, that the mercy of God, and 
glory of man, at higheſt ſhine. Hence it 
is, that conſtant joy is enjoined to Chrit- 
tians as an abſolute duty : a duty on 
weaker motives, as abſolutely, imprac- 
ticable. 

You ſee, Sir, that to dive deep into 
man, is to dive into an ocean of Love 
Divine; which firſt drowns us in a- 
mazement, then lifts us into triumph; 
and, at length, lands us (if we are wile) 
on eternal life. But too many ſwim 
only on the ſurface of our nature; like 
a feather, through their levity, incapable 
of ſinking to thoſe ſolid, and ſhining ad- 
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Untages, thoſe pearls of great price; 
. — e and ſtrongly 
Emulating motives to virtue, that lie 
How. But I ſhall reſume this ſubject 
Frore 1 cloſe. What is already ſaid is 
Hough to produce that good effect which 
Pu will find in the marvellous Scene 


Which, very ſoon, will open on you. 
— 


' HE CENTAURS RESTORATION TO 
HUMANITY. 


5 T preſent, my Friend! we muſt 
quit this conlecrated, for enchant- 
. ground; as you will ſoon, to your 
rprize and diſguſt, perceive. I know 
Tis not to your taſte; nor, indeed, to 
y own. But you will pardon what 
e nature of my deſign, and the truth 
F hiſtory, exact from me, though it 
Will give to my page a very different co- 
Hur. But /evity has it's uſe, when per- 
yer (- patients will refuſe what is ſaluta- 
if conveyed in any vehicle leis agree- 
a 5 to their vitiated taſte; and the grave 
Fader, who nauſeates it, ſacrifices 
rough too great delicacy) to mere ap- 
rances the ſubſtance of what is right, 
Thou knowelt that our Centaurs can 
Tarce be perſuaded that they are not 
fall human creatures; though mechartur, 
feartantur, adulterantur, diabolantur, (I 
forced to make words that are bad 
egouzh for them;) and not ſo much as 
retain, 
J — Vcteris veſtigia forme. 


Ovid. 


Are they not (to ſpeak with reverence 
In the language of the prophet) as fed 
Vries in the morning! Do they not a/- 
ble by troops in ladies houſes? It is 
Waris in the original; and fo by us 
fanſlated, But that is not their only ob- 
Won to the Scriptures. Perhaps, an 
d Arabian proverb may have greater 
Mthority with them. What ſays it? 
Let him that would be ſafe, avoid ſe- 
* ven things; Waſps, Spiders, Hyenas, 
Crocodiles, Effs, Adders, and Fine 
Women.“ 
Here, then, I ſhail begin my exor- 
gſm. It's words muſt be ſtrange and 
3 ſuited to the occaſion. Let 
pt your car, my Friend, be ſhocked; 
Wt liſten, and wait the event. 
Mar Lais, Thais, Limax, Lupa, 
Succuba, Quadrantaria, Obolaria, Eu- 


THE CENTAURS RESTORATION. 


57 
riole, Sthenio, Meduſa, Ermnys, Me- 
gzra, and Tylphone—May all thele, 
and all ſuch ladies, whether ſick or 
ſound, high or low, of blood and title, 
or ditch and dunghill; natives, fo- 
reign, or infernal—- May this glorious 
groupe of Torriſmond's Angels, theſe 
Gorgons, Furies, Harpies, Leaches, 
Syrens, Centaur- making Syrens! paid 
or * keeping or kept, on fire or 
quenched; geneva'd or citron'd, in 
cloſet or cellar, in tavern, bagnio, 
brothel, round-houſe, bridewell, or 
Newgate—Oh ! may they ceaſe from 
this 1 to ſing or dance, ſmile or 
frown, pleaſe or plague, pray or ſwear, 
our Britiſh, unbritiſh, youth, man- 
hood, and age; out of their ſenſes, 
health, eſtates, reputation, human na- 
ture, and hopes of Heaven! 

And, theſe enchantreſſes layin 
aſide their ſpells, may the bewitche 
of Great Britain recover their priſtine 
form, as Circe's herd, at the prayer 
of Ulyſſes. At the toich of my dis- 
enchanting pen, may they leap out of 
their hides for joy; and laying hold 
on their long deſerted definition of 
man, Reaſon and two legs; walk up- 
rightly for the future.” 

Rejoice with me, my Friend! For do 
I dream? or didſt thou not obſerve? 
Didſt thou not hear ?—Intonut levum. 
As the dark cloud which cauſed it, is 
vaniſhed, and a flood of light ruthes in 
ſo it ſhall fare with Them. I ſee their 
dawning reaſon; I ſee the break of 
their moral day. And what I ſee, I 
ſhall relate; and what I relate, though 
ſtrange, let no man diſbelieve. 

The Centaurs that can read, on per- 
uſal of the Dignity of Man, are ftung, 
as the Trojan horſe, when Laocoon's 
ſpear pierced his fide; and groan as 
dt as that, when 


Dr K RS 


ee ee FR. 


I. ſenuere cave, gemitumg; dedere cavernæ. 
VII SG. 


Moſt of them are much affected, but 
differently; being, at laſt, fully con- 
vinced that they are not men. One 
burns his Bolingbroke; another an in- 
decent ſong: This calls in his bills, 
pleading privilege no more: That be- 
{peaks a pew againſt the next quarter: 
A third blames his delay; ſwears he 
will pray directly; falls on his knees, 
like Cæſar's horſe—riſes again with a 
ſigh, and folemn vow, that he will ou 
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maſter of his Pater noſter before to- 
morrow : A fourth ſubſcribes all his 
ins by falſe dice to the Foundling 
Riot ital : A fifth orders two little boys 
to ſchool immediately; and ſends ten 
ineas to their mothers in Bridewell: 
A fixth, in a flame of pious zeal, damns 
1 ſenſeleſs world; and undertakes, in 
Eis than a week, to demonſtrate that 
nultery is a crime. A ſeventh, &c. 

But I muſt not triumph too much. 
J have not had equal ſucceſs with the 
female Centaurs. From a natural con- 
ſtancy of temper, and habitual averſion 
to change, they come but flowly into 
my wiſhes. But to make amends, 
when they come, they come with a ven- 

ance, and overſhoot the mark. Mr. 

— ly tells them that they ſtand not up- 
right, unleſs they lean a little backward ; 
like a croſier, or like themſelves when 
they coyly refuſe a ſalute: thus, though 
converted, they find not the ftrait line, 
but ſtand ſtill a little bent—to the 
wrong. 

Beſides, of my male converts, I have 
ſomewhat to complain : for ſome, 
though changed at heart, yet awed by 
faſhion, and yain of being ſtill fine men, 
are aſhamed to own it; and appear to 
be fools to ſave their credit. Theſe hy- 
poerites in vice, theſe moral fops, ridi- 
eulouſly good, may be called little men 
m Centaurs ſkins: or coward virtue in 
maſquerade. | 

And worſt of all, of ſome Centaurs I 
am quite in deſpair. They fly my pen, 
and will not be touched for their diſtem- 
per. But, being deep ſtung by worſe than 
the Tarantula, run mad tor muſic, and 
dance themſelves to death. Others, 
with Swift, (in that reſpect a Centaur 
himſelf) look on the noble quadrupede 
as ſuperior to the man. Others, on the 
contrary, approve, and heartily wiſh a 
Reſtoration to Humanity; but are care- 
leis, and indolent. They would, in- 
dced, if a Dæmon was not in poſſeſſion, 
they would be good. But will not be 
at the trouble of bringing a writ of 
ciectment, though Sophronius proffers 
to draw it up for them. The loweſt 
price of virtue is vigilance, and induſtry; 
and if it coſt us no more, it comes ve:y 
cheap. 

As for thoſe that are truly conſcious 
of their calamity, and heartily defirous 
of an eſcape, mark the good effect of the 
leaſt tendency to goodneſs; the mighty 
change, a Reſtoration of the human fi- 
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gure is, actually, begun. But the pro. 
ceſs is gradual; nature advances, never 
leaps. They became not Centaurs all 
at once, | 


Nemo repente fuit turpiſſimus. 


Transformation, were. gradually con- 


tracted, it is no wonder, that their Reco. 


very, whichis occafioned by good events, 


ſhould prove equally gradual, and flow, | 


One ſheds a mane, another drops a tail; 
and appears only as too cloſely docked: 
Some feel their hides looſen; ſome bliſ. 
ter as in haſte for ſeparation: Some won. 
der to fee flender fingers ſprouting 
through hoofs by their penitential tears, 
mollified into fleſh: Some, like dancing 
dogs, continue upright ſome time; but, 
tired of that unnatural reſtraint, drop 
into Centaurs for life. So dangerous in 
moral diſtempers, as well as natural, is 
a relapſe: Some, quite reſtored, yet till 
retain fo much of their former nature, 
that they are apt to trip, if a ſtrony 
temptation, like a ſtone, or cart-rut, 
lies acroſs their way : Some can ſcarce 
believe their good fortune, and fear it 
is a dream. Others, too ſanguine, cry 
out, Brother! to the firſt man they ſec; 
who ſtarts at his new relation, with 1 
hide ſtill ſticking at his heels. 
| What a loud call do I hear among 
them for things ſtrange and new ? For 
dreſſes ſuited to the human ſhape; for 
eg. ſuited to the human mind; for 
ibles, Prayer- books, Debt- Books; for 
virtuous Conſorts, faithful Friends, 
and fit Objects of Charity; for rational 
Improvement and Employments; nc 


longer for Newmarket trappings; but 
This, how. 
ever, where the Reſtoration is complete. 


for human ornaments. 


Poor Sudbury is ſtill aukwardly hopping 


on three legs; while others ſtand firmly 3 
{rome on half four: and one more © 


earned than the reſt, cries ou. 


ITXtov 1pauou rayròg. Hts. 


The reſt naturally take it for a pious 1 


thank (giving, and give a loud Amen. 
The viſion, my Friend! (if 'tis a vi 

fion) continues. Pleaſe to obſerve here 

the fatal effect of bad habits, and what 


diffioulties they lay us under in our reco- 
very, of the right, when long laid aſide, 


and the great bleſſings of it are forgot. 
The human figure, being now intirel) 


recovered; 7 


Jev, 


As evil habits, which occaſioned their 
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overed; tranſported at their tranſmi- 
ton into new quarters, like ſurprized 
angers, they rather ſtand amazed at the 
welty, than quite enjoy it. My full 
Fown, and ſome aged, infants, toſs about 
eir legs and arms, like a Pantin, in queſt, 
yet, of their right and graceful move- 
Went. They wreath their pliant body to 
Id fro, before they find it's ſtrait line; 
d fear, leſt it ſhould fall, being dange- 
buſly ſet up on one end. They reſemble 
Nerſons working a new-invented engine, 
Sukward, and much at a loſs, till they 
Te maſters of it's make; fo hard is it to 
cover the right once wilfully loſt. But 
eſe extempore men, theſe new grafts on 
1 manity, as ſoon as b frequent efforts 
dey have learned their leſſon, and are let 
Bo the ſecret of this foreign machinery; 
Fer due devotion for the change; and 
boking back with horror on their former 
late; they enter immediately on human 
Meaſures, and give full evidence that their 
Seaſon and reputation, only dived for a 
Eaſon ; and that they now riſe up into 
Fa! men. 
Arrayed in decent, plain apparel, not 


"E8appled as the morning, withembroidery, 


with lace all over liſted like the beau- 
ful Indian aſs, they call a council; and, 
Weir firſt axly reſolution is to proclaim 


ace with the Lapithe, or Men of Vir- 


e; with whom, from time immemorial, 
e Centaurs have been at war. Chiron 
ent his bow againſt them: but of war 


rious has been the fortune between 


em; till within this laſt half century, 


he Centaurs increaſing both in numbers 


Ind boldneſs, wearing frontlets of braſs 


n their foreheads, and Horace's , 


8riplex on their breaſts; and having of 
Nate a mighty giant at their head, whoſe 


Auills, more fatal than the porcupine's, 


hreatened a thouſand deaths at once, 


Ney began to dream of nothing leſs than 
Pictory complete. But the preſent rein- 
W orcement of their enemies will turn the 
scale againſt them. 
ment; for the next ſtep my converts take 
is to liſt into the Laplibean ſervice, de- 

termined to meet their late friends in no 

ſicndly fort, under a banner with this 
=X motto, : 


I ſay reinforce- 


E 


Aid verum, atgue decens, curo & rogo, & 


emnis in hoc ſum. 


Which promiſes victory: for they are 


„very formidable foes, who have had the 


W tortitude firſt to conquer themſelves. 


To HUMANITY. 


ns 39 


At the news of their revolt offended 
Torriſmond, burning for revenge, kfies, 
Ha, Ha, ſnuffs the battle from afar, i 


Callectumg; premens velvit ſub naribus 72 
nem. ä VI. 


The glory of his noſtrils is terrible. And 
ſtill more abundantly his heroic choler 
riſes on hearing that their firſt deſtined en- 
terprize is againſt Bolingbroke-caſtle; 
That delight of his eyes, and defance of 
his foes : for he deems it impregnable z 
becauſe it is moated round with Acherong 
and it's afpiring, proud battlements, 
threaten Heaven. He holds facred the 
very name of the noble founder, becauſe 
he was graciouſly pleaſed to knock off 
their moſt inſupportable chains of com- 
mon ſenſe; and reſcue them from the 
reſtraints, and reproach, of humanity. 
This caſtle was built out of the vari- 
ous ruins of many demoliſhed forts of in- 
fidelity, pompouſly put together, faced 
over with a material more ſhining than 
ſolid ; and cemented with untempered 
mortar. Sophromus * heads the lauda- 
ble enterprize. The caſtle is taken as 
was antient Babylon. He firſt turns the 
general ſtream of the nation, by the force 
of ſtrong and ſolid eloquence, into a new 
channel, as Cyrusdid the river Euphrates z 
then entering the caſtle, and finding the 
garriſon turning things ſacred to pro- 
phane uſe, and drowned in debauch; ob- 
tains a ſudden and complete victory; but 
is a moſt merciful conqueror: for, in- 
ſtead of putting any to death, he only 
puts the moſt ſenſible of them out of 
countenance : and to their own darlin 
delights, and boaſted glories, inſtead o 
the gallies, condemns them for life. 
Obliging them, however, in acknow- 
legement of his clemency, to wear yel- 
low cockades impreſſed with theſe words 
© Be thou a Centaur fiill” The bad 
man's choice includes his puniſhment. 
The ſame Sophronius, adorned with 
his well deſerved mural crown, reſcues 
the character of a late pious, and learned 
prelate, which the Centaurs boaſted 


Achilles, (who, 


Jura negat fibi tata, nibil non arrogat.) 
Hon. 


had dragged, like Hector's body, round 
the town in the dirt: for the glory of 
Britain, and for the light, ahd emulation 
of poſterity, I ſee it inſcribed on a column 


An excellent writes in this controverſy, now in the preſs. 


I of 
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of adamant ; with a Bolingbroke couchant 
emboſſed on the baſe; who now contri- 
butes to ſupport (as much as ſuch a feeble 
Atlas can) that celeſtial character, which 
he lately laboured to deſtroy ; proud of 
his uncircumciſed reaſon ; which reaſon, 
notwithſtanding, had evidently loſt it's 
authority with himſelf for when that is 
reſerved, ſenſe ſubmits to reaſon; and 
when ſenſe ſubmits to reaſon, reaſon ſub- 
mits to the revealed word of God. And 
(ſince ſome are in love with words) I muſt 
obſerve, that reaſon ſtooped to revelation, 
is reaſon ſtill ; only reaſon more reaſon- 
able; and it's great hazard of exror is all 
that it has loſt. 
And now, my Friend! what ſhall I ſay 
on this happy revolution ? Shall I not 
out-boaſt Aubin ? He ſaid of Rome, 


© Latericeam inveni, Marmoream reliqui.” 


I, of London, Inwen: Equinam, reliqui 
© Humanam.” It was wile in Britain to 
reform her year, much more to reform 
her manners; early in her new Style, a 
new Era, is begun; 
Redeunt Saturnia regna. VIS. 
And an ifland, once more keeps the con- 
tinent in awe. For though lately, in the 
thronged fireets of our metropolis, I 
could rarely meet a man, now, (how 
ſtrangely do thought and imagination 
ſpring forward!) men abound ; and Cen- 
taurs, who ſunk our glory, intirely ceaſe. 
For thoſe Incurables among them, who 
read the Dignity of Man unſtruck; and 
perſiſting in Swift's ſentiments, refuſe of- 
fered humanity, eſcape not vengeance for 
tneir folly, 
rolls, the ground trembles under them ; 
and a ſulphureous ſmoke ariſing, as from 
a Vulcano, involves them all in it's hor- 
rors. Ravens craak, owls ſcream, bats 
fly at noon, women ſhrie k, old ones pray, 
young ones neſt in the heroic boſom of 
the next man they meet, purely for ſhelter; 
and fivehundred fifty pregnant ſyrens miſ- 
carry, at the dreadful fcene. And yet 
but a prelude this mater nal diſaſter to 


The ſky darkens, thunder 
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the paternal calamity that follows. For, 
lo! the cloud-involved Centaurs, to thei; 
own great aſtoniſhment, no longer neigh, 


but bellow, like bulls ; their forehead; 


bud with horns ; and the white, grey, 
dappled, ſorrel, bay, roan, ftrawberr;, 2 


Sc. are all blotted into the deepeſt black 


as if, like Achilles, they had been dippcd q 
in Styx. And (what is very remaitk- 
able,) like him too, they are wounded 3 


in the heel. They are, inſtantaneoutl;, 


all foundered ; they fall; they groan like b 


the ſyrens in travail; and well they may; 2 


for now the final blow is ſtruck ; thei: 
{olid, ſemicircular hoofs, with a loud cx 
ploſion, like a fired bomb, burſt, all at 
once, aſunder; and, in their choſen, 
dirty, path of life, they deep-print thei: 
true character, with large, jetty, clowe: 
feet for the future. Abaſhed at their 
infamous change, and ſeeking. where to 
hide a formidable phantom appearingwith 
a coronet dropping from his head, and a 
huge volume in his hand, by the magic 
of the Firſt Philoſophy a ſudden Pandenc- 
num riſes, like a peſtilential exhalation 
for the welcome, and well-adapted, re- 
ception of them all. Now w/o from 
the commerce, and converſe, and habi- 
tation of man; they are no longer do- 
meſtic animals, no longer carry fair la- 
dies abroad, or are pampered by them for 
future exerciſe, at home; even Nexvgate 
bars her condemned- hole againſt them. 

Nothing remains, but to cleanſe the 
now-deſerted Stables, and to render then 
fit for human uſe; and to perſuade ttc 
She-grooms, who kept them, into fome 
more decent, and leſs diabolical, courſc 
of life; eſpecially my Patroneſs z who 
for the honour (as ſhe calls it) of my 
Dedication, has promiſed to give into 
my ſuperſtition ; and to play fair on 
Sundays, and learn her Catechiſm, when 
the Maſquerades, for the ſeaſon, are 
over : which, out of an unſurmount- 
able regard for their fiiſt, and moſt amo- 
rous, and moſt muſical, ſon, Chiron, 
ſhe confeſſes ingenuouſly, ſhe cannot 
forbear. For Lakes love a Centaur (tu). 
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THE CONCLUSION. 


T is high time, my Friend! to quit 
W this fairy-land, of which, I know, 


ou are heartily tired; and to erform 


y promiſe in reſuming the Degnity of 
Nan; a theme which my heart affects ; 
Ind which your conduct, in ſome mea- 
| And who can think of 
„ unimproved ? He who thinks of his 
Wionity, neceſſarily thinks of his God: 


Ind he who values his dignity, as ne- 


Marily, worſhips, and obeys Him. In 
ſenſe therefore, of human dignity, 
Wur endangered virtue finds her molt 
werful guard. 

Think you that I have carried the 


; Dignity of Man too high? Spare the 
Wcred page. There, one of Adam's 


ſeed converſes face to face with his 
Creator. Another is called his Friend. 
He who made the worlds delights to 


be called the Son of a third. He who 


# made the worlds even died for the 
F mcanelt of men. The meaneſt of men 
has it within his power to be an heir 


of the moſt mighty God, and a joint- 


- *. 
* 


1 A's 5," 
be 


heir with the moſt bleſſed Jeſus.” Ab- 
lves not this the boldeſt ſtroke of my 
gen: What can raiſe our ſelf-eſtimation 
high, what can aggrandize human 
Wature ſo much, as this? 

In Heaven's great, and conſtant ef- 


Wort for our welfare, is capitally writ- 
en the Dignity of Man. 
Fey to the moral world, and opens, and 
Explains the reaſon of all God's, other- 
Wile myſterious, conduct in it. 


That is a 


e re Every 
Rep ot which is evidently calculated for 
nan's preſent, or future, felicity; or 


Poth. The long ſhining ſeries, the golden 
Fham of all God's marvellous acts, from 
e ſbegirning to the cloſe of time, ſpeaks 
Ws uninterrupted regard for human na- 
ure; and what can more Joudly pro- 
lam human dignity than this? O let 
not be ſaid, that man's dignity is de- 
red by all things, but the manners 
t wan! 


As diſtant as they may be thought by 


Y Wc thoughtleſs, Heaven and Earth are 
near together, fo ſhot (as it were) 
s one another, that good men are truly 
een on earth; have their converſa- 
in Heaven; are felloau-citixens with 


3 5 Þg Saints, and of toe houſhold of Ged. 


To ſpeak alluſively to the patriarchal 
viſion, good men are Angels; only, as 
yet, at the bottom of the ladder; and 
ſome Angels are only men made perfect, 
at the top of it. As a man from an 
embryo, ſo differs an Angel from a 
man; what one is, the other ſoon ſhall 
be. Since this is the caſe (and a moiſt 
glorious caſe it is,) and fince by ſuch 
multitudes it is either not conſidered, or 
not known b 


O fertunati nimium, bona ſi ſua norunt ! 
VirG, 


would be no needleſs memorandum, or 
improper motto, for all mankind. 

Bu: you ſtill have your objection on 
the whole—* Will not raiſing ſo high, 
* and dwelling ſo long on the Dignity 
© of Man, occaſion pride? No; on the 
reverſe, a due ſenſe of it will neceſſitate 
humility. Pride ſprings from a wiſh, or 
conceit, which an individual has of his 
ſuperiority over ſome others of the ſame 
ſpecies. The dignity I ſpeak of is 
equally the dignity of all men; and 
what evels, can't exalt. It will zeceffi- 
tate humility ; becauſe without that, 
it can't preſerve itſelf; our native 
dignity will die in the reſult. As for 
that dignity which occaſions your objec- 
tion, we have, I confeſs, too much of 
it. We have in abundance what may 
be called Lunar great men. Men in 
themſelves opaque, who borrow beams, . 
from their circumſtances, or ſituation; 
which beams they ſhew, like the moon, 
by night: I mean, when ignorance pre- 
vails; then the darkened underſtandings 
of their admirers give them leave to 
ſhine, 

Theſe Lunar grandees have generally 
many little furroundiog Satellites, that 
help, by their adulations, to gild their 
opacity, But of ſuch great men, who 
are forced to aſume (as men mult plun- 
der, Who would be gainers where no- 
thing is due,) it mult be ſaid, that the 

reateſt of them would be greater ſill, 
if they would only pleaſe to be a lit- 
tle leſs. | 

They only have Solar, or ſelf-born, - 
light, who live up to the dignity of 

2 their 


theit nature. Their light is not only 
their own, and illuſtrious; but mextin- 
guiſhable, and eternal. Theſe, as they 
are the greateſt, are alſo the moſt hum- 
ble, of mankind. For they well know, 
that our grandeur is to be looked for in 
the love of God, not in the merit of 
man. And therefore they ſet it down 
as a maxim (and a maxim molt true, 
and uſctul it is,) © no man ever thought 
too highly of his Nature, or too meanly 
« of Himlelt.” 

Here would I ceaſe. But how hard 
to get loole from this ever- teeming, all- 
important, and inexhauſtible, theme? 
It fills with ſerene joy the ſuperior re- 

ion of the ſoul; and denies entrance to 
the clouds and ſtorms of worldly per- 
turbation, and care. Such the height 
of it's joy, that muſic, and wine; leave 
the raiſed hearts of our ſons of delight 
far, far, below. And yet how is this 
lorious ſubject in moſt minds, by the 
— of the world, cloſe-compretſed, and 
folded up, as an oak in an acorn, or a 
man in the womb? To develope, and 
expand it, how great my dehre? In 
which of it's thouſand ſhining lights 
ſhall I ſet it, for our final contempla- 
tion of it's mighty moment to man ? 
Mum is the moſt neble ſtudy of man, 
Let him circle the globe, let him tra- 
verſe the ſkies; and then, for ſomething 
more worthy his notice, and admira- 
tion, return to himſelf. To himſelf be 
is a Theatre immenſe: and was reputed 
ſuch, when that theatre had much leſs 
to exhibit, than, at preſent, it can boaſt; 
and when it was but faintly illuminated 
with the glimmering beams of far mere 
feeble lights. The fo rezowned Knowy 
thyſel/, was nothing but a precept en- 
joming a cloſe inipection and ſurvey of 
this Theatre z vet that Precept, as to it's 
Author, was held divine; and as to it's 
ractice, the ſupreme wiſdom of man. 
That Precept is now exalted into an 
awful Command from Heaven; and 
that Theatre is conte rated into @ vene- 
rable Temple; a temple of the Holy 
Spirit. 

As in ſome pieces of perſpective, by 
the preſſure of the eye, ſo in this Tem- 
ple, by the prellure, or perteverance of 
thought, the magniſicent proſpect is 
opened, and aggrandized, ſt I more and 
more; and 0;ening diſcovers the full 
Dignity of Man. In What does that 
conuſt? In the marvellous tings the 


Almighty has done, and deſigned, tor 
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him. And if fo, this ſu 

once the greateſt Virtue, bed hs greatell 
big, of life. For who can fee tho(: 
marvellous things without an ardent Lo 
of God, which is the * Virtue of 


man? And who can reflect on ſuch in. 
dulgence paſt, without an abſolute Tru 


in ſuch a Friend for the future; which of 
man is the ſupreme Bleſſing? _ 
But this Bleſſing, and this Virtue, 


this Glory, and Comfort of life, is loi: 
to thoſe to whom this Temple is ſhun, 1 


And it is ſhut to the careleſs and igno. 
rant; to the flothful and unawakened, 
in the molt illuſtrious theory of the Chriſ. 
tian Religion. If therefore ſuch meu, 
in what has been advanced, ſhall find 
any thing like a Key to this yet un- 
opened 1 empie; and ſhall enter it's fl. 
cred, and ſur riſing receſſes, and rea 
the wonders of Divine Love in it; that 
is, in Themſelves, in their own condi- 
tion, and proſpects; if they ſhall (ee, 
and contemplate, the three Perlons of 
the Godhead, before Creation, aſſum- 
ing, and through Time's whole length, 
exerciſing, their ſeparate parts, and pro- 
vinces, of Philanthrophy; and ſhall be- 
hold an innumerable flight of Angels 
for ever on the wing to receive their 
commands, and ſpeed away, on vario::s 


diſpatches, for the temporal, and eternal, 


welfare of man How ſhould I rejoice ? 
For fuch a key would be next in value 


to the key of Heaven. It opens the porch, | 


the preliminary ſcene to 1t. Therefore 
have I kept it on the anvil ſo long; and 
yet how unfiniſhed at laſt? May ſome 
maiter-hand accompliſh, and multitudes 
open the yet abſolutely unknown ſcene 


of their own Nature, and blefſed Deſti- 


nation, with it. 

And now, my Friend, tell me, how 
muſt his love of glory tail; How muſt 
his Ambzticn creep, who, after the ſtrong 
inihiration of ſuch a view as this, miſe- 
rably confines it beneath the fun? Con- 
lider this view, and ſee how high human 
nature may ſoar; then look down on the 
Centaur, and fee (if thou canſt bear the 
tight) how low the ſons of Heaven may 
fall? Shall a Being whoſeinterefts ſprea! 
ſo wide as to take in both ends of the 
Creation; thall a Being deeply concerned 
in what was done in the days of Adam, 
and more deeply itill, in what ſhall be 
done in the great day of Conſummation; 


ſhall ſuch an expanſive, and far-inte- 


relied, Being, with the moſt ſordid, and 
delpicable, ſelf-denial, and the mcit in- 
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ceivably criminal Poverty of Spirit 
— 25 ſtifled thought, and nai 
un his little heart to the narrow ſpan 
WE this preſent life? God forbid. If there 
de leaſt ſenſe of dignity, or fear of 
me; the leaſt ſpark of man alive, let 
W conſider that we are not only the ta- 
BE urites, but the ſons too, of Heaven, 
Id obey in this our voyage of human 
Wee, as ZEncas in his from 1 roy, the 
WD-lian Oracle, 


Antiquam exquirite matrem. VII o. 


& But our overwhelming ſhame, and 
no incurable miſery, is, that we are 
> carnalized by our luſts, that our hea- 
Wenly * Mother; in our eſteem, has no 
x leffing for us; that a ſpiritual Paradiſe, 
no Paradiſe; that it is a Paradiſe we 
im loſt; one from which we deſire to 
Fall; and to wallow, Epicuri de grege 
Porei, in our beloved mire. And yet 
Phat is this ſpot of earth which ſo ſwal- 
Hows vs up, and in it's gulph of obſceni- 
Wes extinguiſhes our love of Heaven? It's 
Wnchantment is very ſhort. A few days, 
few hours, may make us as wiſe as So- 
mon. For reſt aſſured, earth's rankeſt 
Wolater, who u, perhaps, in onr flou- 
Wiſhing ſchool of Infidelity, thinks a 
Piſer than Solomon is here, will, at the 
Wloſe of life, in his aching heart, aſk 
Solomon's pardon for not believing him 
Det ore. 
I believe that wiſe, and experienced 
Prince, whoſe wiſdom and experience was 
eſigned to ſpare future ages their own 
8 atal experience in folly; and cloſing with 
his laſt ſentiment, the ſum of his Divine 
Philoſophy, affirm, that many a Philo- 
Wlopher, may juſtly be reputed a fool; 
that as there is but one God, one Trial, 
one great Tribunal, one Salvation; ſo 
there is but one Wiſdom; that all, which 
devoid of that, aſſumes the name, is but 
E tolly of different colours, and degrees; 
gay, grave, wealthy, lettered, domeſtic, 
political, civil, military, recluſe, oſtenta- 
tious, humble, or triumphant; and is to 
called in the language of Angels, in the 
ſole- authentic, and unalterable ſtile of 
Eternity. 

That awful word inſpires; and awakens 
ideas that ſlept before; it points to Hea- 
ven; and ſhews me where I fail. 
Though ftudious to do it juſtice, I have 
wrouged my theme. And wronged it 


_ 


63 


much. Somewhat more is wanting to 
conſummate, and crown, the Dignity of 
Man. What have I advanced? That 
© man is near to the bleſſed Angels?” Is 
he not more?—Yes, molt adorable Je- 
ſus! man is more; much. more. 0 
whither doſt Thou call me? Whither 
doſt Thou tranſport aſtoniſhed human 
thought? I ſcarce dare look up to the 
ſummit of ſuch ſtupendous Love. Leave 
I not Cherubim and Seraphim below? 
Ye firſt-born of Light! ye Thrones! 
Dominions! Principalities! and Powers! 
What do I hehold? How awed, and 
how raptured;- with what proſtration of 
heart, what elevation of joy, from this 
remote region, this lowelt vale of the 
creation, this land of darkneſs, and ſha- 
dow of death, look I up through incum- 
bent clouds of miſery and ſin, and behold 
—a Man in Heaven! In the higheſt Hea- 
ven! In union with the Moſt High! In 
union with your molt adored, and eternal 
King! And ſo throned in authority, to 
you ſo ſuperior in power, as to make ceaſe- 
leſs interceſſion tor the reſt of mankind; 
not for thoſe whole fall left ſeats empty in 
Heaven: Oh aid me with your language, 
with words more than human to praiſe 
Him! that Advocate unwearied fof his 
relations (proud language!) for his 
earth-born Relations, and Friends, be- 
low. 

Is not this almoft too much for human 
modeſty to mention? For human frailty 
to credit? For human corruption to ad- 
mit? But is it not alſo far too much for 
human Gratitude to leave unproclaimed, 
unreſounded, unadored? I go to my Fa- 
ther, and your Father, to my God, and your 
Cod. What heart-ſubduing, thought. 
overwhelming, man-exaliing, words are 
theſe? What an amazing, I had almoſt 
ſaid le velling, condeſcenſion of the Deity! 
What an amazing, I had almoſt ſaid 
what a deifping, ſublimation of man! 

O bleſſed Revelation! that opens ſuch 
wonders. O dreadful Revelation! if ir 
opens them in vain. And are there thoſe 
with whom they go for nought? Strange 
men! in poſſellion ot a Bleſſing, the bare 
hopes of which ſupported the ſpirits of 
the wiſe, for four thouſand years, under 
all the calamities of life, and terrors of 
death; and know they not tliat it is in 
their hands? Or knowing, caſt it away 
as of no value? A Bleſſing, the very 
ſhadow of which made the body of the 


# Gal, iv. 26. 


Patriarchal, 


Patriarchal, and jewiſh Religion! ABIlcf. 
ſing, after which the whole earth panted, 
as the Hart for the water-brooks! A 
Bleſſing on which the heavenly hoſt were 
ſent to congratulate mankind; and ſing 
the glad Tidings into their tranſporter 
hearts! A Bleſſing, which was more than 
an equivalent for Paradiſe loſt! And is 
this Bleſſing declined, rejected, exploded, 
deſpiſed, ridiculed? Oh rare g. men! 
The Frailty of man is almoſt as incom- 
prehenſible as the Mercies of God. 

Who then can inculcate too much the 
Dignity of Man? For what equally to a 
due ſenſe of it can inſpire a contempt of 
the world, a fondneſs tor which o:cations 
»the madneſs I deplore? Indced a due 
ſenſe of it, evidently, includes the whole 
of our duty. It inſpires high veneration, 
and great gratitude, to GOD, who gave 
it; it inſpires a reverence for Ourſelves, 
which is of utmoſt moment to our cha- 
racter and peace; and it inſpires a proper 
regard for all Mankmd, as equal tharers 
in it: which regard would prevent in- 
finite miſchief, and baniſh half the mi- 
kries of life. 

This, it's univerſal uſe, it's nature ſo 
pregnant of good effects, determined me 
to the choice of this too much neglected 
tubiett. And perhaps, I have now ſet it 
in the ſtrongeſt light. But if not; it's 
importance is ſuch that it ſhould be ſet 
In all lights, and from every point that 
imagination can. ſuggeſt, and reaſon au- 
thorize, ſtrike, if poſſible, the degene- 
rate, deeply-ſunk, and ever-groveling, 
human heart. He that looks not on man 
in the light above, or ſome light ſimilar, 
and equivalent, knows not himſelf; is a 
perfect ſtranger at home; his heart wan- 
ders an exile from his deltined felicity; 
he-derrives himſelf of the powerful im- 
pulſe which he ſomuch wants, and which 
Nature denies, and which Revelation de- 
ſigned him, for his more vigorous ad- 
vance in Virtue here; and his more ſu- 
blime aſcent in Glory hereafter : which 
two are the whole of his happimels; all 
the reſt is extrinſic, precarious, tranſient, 
and, inevitably, mortal. 

And who will dare ſay, that he who 
decliges, or falls from the noble, and ele- 
vating ob'e&t of Contemplation above- 
mentioned, and the glorious hopes it in- 
ſpires, into the barren field of amuſe- 
ment, and trifle; or into the bheſtial abyſs 
of a few vears debauch, for his portion; 
who will dare affirm, that ſuch a wretch 
difters not as much in reaſon, and hapj1- 
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neſs, from the true Chriſtian, as a Qua. 
druped differs, in form, from a Man: 
It is not form, but manners, which make 
humanity. The mould in which we are 


caſt, only ſays what we ud be; nothing 


but our conduct tells us what eve are. 
What wretches are they who contradict} 
their figure; and accuſe nature of having 
ſet a wrong ſtamp on their lying clay? 
The moſt deſpicable, and deplorable Be. 
ing under Heaven is a Pagan in a Chrit. 
tian land. He is like a rank growth of 
potſon in Paradiſe. He confines that 
thought which ſhould ſet out at the 
creation, and travel down with wondc: 
and adoration, at every ſtep, throug! 
the countleſs Mercies and Miracles cf 
God for man, into Nature's final diſſo- 
lution; and thence launch for a never- 
ending voyage in Eternity, to the no- 
thing of threeſcore years; and the 
wretched means of annihilating that no- 
thing, of contracting that ſpan. Luſt 
exhaults, Luxury overwhelms, and, by 
heaping on Fuel, quite puts out the 
Fire. 

Where is that Dignity which Reaſon 
exacts, and which Revelation exalts, in 
Man? In what I have ſaid on that ſub- 
ject, J have, I think, done more to our 
purpoſe, than he who meaſures the Hea- 
vens, and numbers the Stars. I have 
taken (as 1 conceive) the true meaſure 
of Man. That extenſive meaſure rifing; 
above the ſkies, which the | Centaui 


dwarfs down to the ſcanty ſpan of the. 


brute creation, to the beffta triumphanti; 
and making (might I fo ſpeak) a dung- 
hill of our condition, with the cock in 
the fable, tora grain of ſenſuality, ſpurns 
the jewel away; the powers angelic, 
the radiant beams of the Divmaty, in the 
real Man. 

But while I contemplate his grandeur 
(ſo mixt our Nature, fo great, and little, 
is Man,) 1 feel his weakneſs: in mind, 
and body, I feel his Infirmities—Pain, 
this inſtant, ſtops my Pen—Stops it 
ſhort of what I had propoſed to ſay,— 
It bids me take, while I may, my leave 
of him I love. Il take a ſolemn, becauſe, 
perhaps, a final, leave. It is, at leaf, 
poſſible, we may meet no more. No 
more in this foreign land; in this gloomy 
apartment of the boundleſs Univerſe of 
God, TE | 

O thon! the laſt, and ſtrongeſt hold 
that earth has on me! my Friend in Je- 
fus Chrilt! my Rival in immortal Hope! 
and my Cempanion (I truſt) for Eter- 

nity ! 
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Wity! come to my boſom: though fo far 
* emote, I take thee to my heart. Souls 


iter no ſeparation from obſtruction of 
Hatter, or diſtance of place; Oceans may 
n between us, and climates interpoſe, 
rain. The whole material Creation 
no bar tothe winged mind. Farewel.— 
Through boundlets ages, fare thou well. 
Ire Dignity of Man, and Bleſſing of 
= ven, be with thee! The broad hand 
=: the- Almighty cover thee! Maytt 
ou ſhine, when the Sun is quenched ! 


Time expires! f 
—_= This cordial Duty done, this human 
Wc: diſcharged, my mind is caſed, my 
ius revive; my pain is leſs. And 
Wen this endleſs letter is ended, I ſhall 
by thee for the preſent; and this idle 
, and an idler world, (chat other 
eccher in the ſcale of Eternity) /or ever, 
WD: that drops the world, betore that 
Wrops him, He only knows it's real va- 
Wie; and the value ot his own Soul. 
WA nd whatever the gaiety of the world 
etends to, he only can have a ſolid, 
Wermanent, and uninterrupted joy of 
Wart, who builds it on the Rock; on 
pe of the Divine Mercy. Give a 
Wan the world, and give him no more; 
a his happineſs is at an end : the hu- 
Wan heart will neceſſarily feel a Futurity, 
Wroughall the ſuperabundance earth can 
tap on it: nothing can poſſibly give it 
peace independent of an Hereafter : 
at point of view in his Creation, that 
rirchaſe of blood in his Redemption, 
= yet in human conduct, that ever-neg- 
—ctcd ot man. 
A the laſt bill of mortality; aſk 
= lcaxfure's or Ambition's triumph moſt 
umphant, what is human life? Know- 
edge of the world recommends receſs; 
Wa nowledge of life reconciles to the grave. 
= cw ſufhciently conſider how great mer- 
= implied inthegrantof death. With 
beart quite diſengaged, it's cable cut, 
Inploring a ſmooth paſſage, and gentle 
ale, bound for that port whence none 
gecturns,. I wait the mighty MasTER's 
all. That Call irreſiſtible, which 
Every moment ſhould expect; which every 
ol forgets; every knave dreads; 
cry wile man welcomes; and every 
Vvonarch obeys. 
And yet, my friend, ſme of our few 
oevals cloſe not altogether +vith this 
ay of thinking; but rather ſeem to 
Age, that ſome little degree of precipi- 
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ayſt thou live, and triumph, when 
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tation may be laid to it's charge. As 
the dial knows not the hour it points 


out; ſo they, by their infirmities and de- 


cays, diſcover their time of day to all 
but themſelves. Their deſires grow 


fironger as enjoyments grow more coy. - 


It is ſomewhat to be feared, that their 
Hearts gravitate, almoſt as much as their 
ſcarce-animated clay; and take but few, 
and feeble flights above the level of the 
world; though very excellent things are 
ſpoken of thee, Thou welcome Haven of 
Eternal Reſt! Thou delightful Region 
of inextinguiſhable Love! Thou great 
Goal of Perfection! Thou bright Me- 
ridian of Glory! Thou boundleſs 
Ocean of wnrepenting Pleaſure! Thou 
City of God! 

And is man invited to this fullneſs of 
fruition? aad is man importuned to par- 
take the glories of the Almighty ?—He 
that weighs not well this tranſcendent 
height of Love Divine, is far from be- 
ing able to comprehend the terrible 
depth of human guilt. And (to cloſe 
with that, with which theſe Letters begun) 
what guilt ſo deep as that of a baptized 
Infidel! ? That obſcene Bird of Night, 
flying abroad by Day, with eyes unable 
to bear the ſun, the whoot, offence, and 
ill omen, of all the rational world! A 
rank heathen riſing out of the ſacred 
font, is reaſon's greateſt ſhock, the deep- 
eſt wound of rectitude, the blackeſt brand 
of earth, the hgh of Angels, a Second 
Spear in the Side of the moſt Bleſſed Je- 


ſus, and the ſupreme triumph of the foe 


to God, and Man. 

Moſt gracious God! in happineſs and 
dignity, how widely diſtant is man from 
man ? In both, what an immenſe ſupe- 
riority has the pious Believer? Scarce 
ſeems of the ſame ſpecies the believing, 
and apoſtate, world. To the firſt, how 
juſtly may wecry out—O ye happy Sons 
of the fallen Adam! where is the damage 

ou received from your father's fall? 
here are the once lamenting miſerjes of 
life ; where are the once unſurmountable 
terrors of death, fled ? I diſcern the Dig- 
nity of Man, when his carcaſe is in the 
duſt, I congratulate his happinefs while 
the worm is feaſting on him. Rejoice, 
O ye dead ! exult and ſing, ye dark in- 
habitants of the grave! For do I not 
behold, even in the grave, the comfort of 
Heaven; when, with an eye of Chriſtian 
Faith, in Heaven I behold a Man? The 
Man Chriſt Jeſus? And with tranſport, 


and 


and adoration, let me reſound the lofty 
language of the Prophet—4 man the 
Fellow of the Almighty *. 

How deplorably wretched is the min 
unbleſſed with ſuch a fight? How crimi- 
rally wretched, if he ily declines 
it! If he voluntarily recals the ſuſpended 
curſe; ohſtinately preſents diſarmed death 
with his mortal ſting again; and pours 
out, in his diſcraction, all the phials of it's 
original bitterneſs on the days, how diſ- 
— and unredeemed, of an apoſtate hu- 
man life? What a formidable Revelation 
does ſuch a Man beſpeak in lieu of that 
which brought pardon and peace? What 
4 Revelation of no glad tidings awaits 
him, when his now-involving cloud 


breaks, and Truth thunders on the dread- 


fally- illumined foul, at the no-diftant 
hour of death? 
It is, indeed, in man's option, which of 


theſe Revelations he will admit, (one he 


muſt ;) but it is not in man's wiſdom to 
make the leaſt apology for a wrong op- 
tion in ſo plain and important a point. A 
point how plain? I ſhall here juſt rouch 
on a ſingle proof of the truth of Chriſti- 
anity, which renders any further proof, 
among proofs innumerable, unneceflary 
.with me, to create and ſupport our Chrif. 
tian Faith. 
Every thing in the natural world is a 
f of a God; and almoſt every thing 


in the moral world is a proof of a Reve- 


lation. As, in the material univerſe all 
exactly correſponds with the previous 
ileas of it in the Divine Mind; and in a 
ſubſtantial copy renders legible to man it's 
inviſible pattern, in the thought of the 
Almighty; ſo a complete hiſtory of man- 
kind (if ſuch could be had) would be 


little more than the ſame Almighty's pro- 


hetic word in Scripture, materialized 
into Fact. The prophets are more accu- 
rate and authentic hiſtorians of the /uture, 
than the moſt happy genius, uninſpired, 
can poſſibly be of the paſt, And want 
we miracles tor our conviction ? The ſe- 
ries of Scripture-prophecies accompliſh- 
ed, is the moſt ſtriking of miracles : It is 
a miracle not expiring in a tranſient act; 
but of great longævity, perſiſting in a 
perpetually-increating weight and vali- 
dity, through the protracted courſe of 
mauy thoulanil'. years, It is a living, 
growing, permatient, paramount, mira- 
cle; lighted up as a lawp of illumination 
for all ages; that all able to ſee, might 
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THE CONCLUSTOV.. 


piece with this. 2 


ſon, in thoſe days, had not ſuch power- 


be quite unable to diſbelieve ; quite un. 
able to retain reaſon, and, at the ſa; al 
time, renounce belief. For if the Scrip. 
ture prophecies are fulfilled, the Scrip- 
ture is the Word of God; and if the Sci. 
ture is the Word of God, Chriſtianity 
cannot be falſe. Shall we reje& it a; 
falſe, when, in the preſent fate of almoſ 
all nations, we are ſurrounded, and con. 
demned, by a full ocular demonſtration Ml 
of it's being True? Let us diſpute our Wl 
own exiſtence, if we would continue of : 
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; Where is our natural curioſity ? And 
that, in points which concern us moſt! Wl 
Would we know what we are; or what 
we may, or muft be to all Eternity? No. 
thing but Revelation can tell us either. 
So that if we acted in no higher motive W 
than mere inſtinct, Revelation would be 
precious in our ſight. But vice extin. 
guiſhes not our reaton only, but eur in. 

inct too, when it would do us any good. 
Either the ſtrong inſtin& of curioſity is 
extinguiſhed by it, or there is an aſto- 
niſhing, and pernicious ſelf-denial in In- 
fidelsy if their moſt natural curioſity iz M 
{till alive. Revelation. was written .f.c 
our inſtruction; and are we too wile to be 
inſtructed by God himſelf ? Throw we Wl 
by unread, and as of no conſequence, an 6 
unſealed Letter ſent to us from the A- 
mighty? _ 50 

In our Infidels it is no leſs Han defi- 
ance of common ſenſe, - no leſs than 
hardened impudence to the rational na- 
ture of man, to pretend, that, on due in- 
quiry, they want proof of the truth of 
the Goſpel. It's proof not only great, Wi 
but amazing; it is not only ſufficient to 
convince, but aftoniſh. Such it's accu- 
mulated, overwhelming, evidence, ſo 
truly marvellous it's light, that if rejected, 
it lays us under a neceſſity of rejecting 
Reaſon, and Revelation, together. And 
is not Reaſox obeyed, the ſole dignity, 
glory, grandeur, of Gods, and Men! 
Nothing can ſo much degrade as the vio- 
lation of reaſon; and no violation of rca- 
ſon is equal to a wrong option in tis 
Point ſupreme. Too faint is the ſtrongeſt ll 
colouring of all the ſevere fables ot al 
antiquity, to reach an abſurdity fo ab- E 
turd. | =} 

That of. Circe's Sty, and Chiron's 
Stud, falls ſhort of the Mark. For KRea- 
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ful motives. to combat, or ſuch glaring 


vg Wi 


% rest. And guilt blackens, 
> proportion to the gth of. the 
en cefilted, 


and the motives over- 
W Since then (as has been proved) if 
ſon make$'a man, by ceating to be 
WDuriſtians, they ceaſe to be Men ; by 
bat term ſhall we call thoſe, whom no 
n can defame ? Let, therefore, your 
ended Siſter pardon my Parable ; and 
t no honeſt man, for the future, fo far 
ed propriety, and profane our lan- 
ege, as to join in oneabuſed word ſuch 
9 pugnant ideas, as thoſe of the Centaur 
a the Man; one the idea of a Bein 
diy rejoicing in che miſerable, an 


3 


x iſtaken, thought, that this ſhort life, 
4 ortened by vice and vanity, is his All 
, that like the ſnuff of a candle, it 
nu go out for ever; 3 think, 
- Sat after all his buſtle and ambition, he 


i only, by bis putrid carcaſe, add 


ke dirt. The other idea is that of a 
eig big with humble, but triumph- 
t, hope, of exalting, with his immor- 
— Spirit, joy celeſtial ; of adding me- 
ay to ſeraphic choirs, in ceaſcleſs Hal- 
© ojahs to ves Eternal King. Sing 

= praiſes, fing praiſes to our God; ſing 
| raiſes, ſing . praiſes to our King. 
= Praiſe him, all ye Angels! Praiſe 
Ex him, all his Hoft. Praiſe him, Sun 
- RS and Moon! Praiſe him all ye Stars, 
1 RS and - Light!” For a fairer Light, a 
obler Star, a more illuſtrious Sun is 
„ea; che Sun of Righteouſneſs with 
lng in his wings; and all the Glo- 
„es of unbounded Creation are outſhone 
„ the ſmalleſt beam of the Goſpel ; by 
ee fainteſt hope of wrath appealed, and 
„ ternal life. 


„Ver this is that Light, which ſome, 
t ther ſuperior wiſdom, would extin- 
e as ſuperfluous to man, and ſet up 
„e dun tapers of their Reaſon in it's 
L 8 lead: n 
9 | | 

- HP {bon worſt Guide, Philoſopher, and Friend! 
, for thou know'ſt, what is it to be wiſc ? 


E58ay on Man. 


„ach equal wiſdom, thou mighteſt ima- 
re the Sun ſuperfluous, and unneceſ- 
che material world; and call on 
i- WE 20s for primeval darkneſs, as the 


.at bleſſing of mankind. Say, for, now 

'5 cccd, thau knoweſt, is not Lucifer in 
. liſt of ſuch benefactors as theſe? 

= * hough. in 44 his Lordſhip is quite 
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ines to a clod of earth, and defile 


it's charms. 


of Faith, If we * know, what 
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as a friend to mankind, as he is 
a philoſopher in his materiality of the 
Soul; yet I will venture advancing to- 
wards that precious doctrine, fo far, as 
to call, without ſcruple, ſuch ſort of ima- 
8 4 the Thoughts of the Body; for 
rom the body's predominance they, ne- 
ceſſarily, riſe: and that neceſſity proves 
the neceſſity of Religion, which they re- 
fiſt : ſo that ſuch men (which, perhaps, 
they are not aware of,) while, as much 
as they can, they condenm Religion, 
11 commend it too; they as loudly 
call for it, as the diſcaſe for the cure. 
For Religion is nothing, but an expedi- 
ent for ſupporting, againſt the body's 
aſſaults K encroachments, the ſacred 
intereſts of the foul. Thus, then, you 
have, my Friend! the whole cauſe of 
Infidelity, and the whole reaſon of ex- 
erting all our powers againſt it, at once, 
before you. How can our whole dan- 
ger and duty, be ſet in a ſhorter, or fuller, 
view, than this? | 
At your requeſt, Sir, in the wide- 


ſpread ruins of our faith and wirtue, I 


haye taken a flight view of a more me- 
lancholy ſcene, than could be preſented 
by famine, peſtilence, or the {word : but, 
by God's Grace, we ſhall repent ; an 


not ſuffer our greateſt glory to become 


our greateſt dread; not ſuffer our prime, 
aud unſpeakable bleſſing, Immortality, 
to render exiſtence the moſt inſupport- 
able curſe, What a terrible. inverſion is 
this of the high favours of Heaven! This 
muſt be the caſe, when man is all Sex/e: 
for to ſenſe nothing exiſts but the preſent. 
Our preſent is ſo dear, that the future is 
undone. Strange conduct! when our 
ſtep out of life is ſo ſhort; and ſo ſure, 
ſud len, and innumerable; our accidents 
in it, that almoſt every moment aſſures 
us, that, unleſs in time we lay hold on 
our inviille, and to reaſon alone, exiſt - 
ing God, we ſhall ſoon fall from all we 
held fo dear; and that then, not only 


all our happineſs, but all our hope, is 


. 

What is there, O my countrymer,! O 
my friend! O my poor, endangered, im- 
mortal Soul! what is there, from Adam 
to this hour, but fully confirms what 1 


ſay? The world allures us ; the world 


condemns us; he who takes that kind 


advice, which through his own experi- 


ence, the world conveys, will deſpiſe all 
As Ignorance teems with 
Infidelity, ſo Knowledge is a faſt friend 


we 
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we can't but knowz if we would but 
believe our ſenſes in what paſſes, and 
our common records in what has paſſed; 
it would not only reconcile us to, but, 
almoſt, ſupply the place of, our Creed; 
ſo very natural a growth is the Chriſtian 
of the Man. roy 

As natural a growth of an Infidel is a 
Beaſt: a beaſt by God uncreated; 


meaneſt fon has ſupplied, by rung 
CENTAUR in the horrid gap, whic 
the bold infidel has made, by the deſpe- 
rate eraſure of his Chriſtian name. 

Is this thought too opprobrious, and 
a term of reproach ?—lI will make ſome 
amends by a ſhort hint of advice, which 
may ſave from reproach the whole length 
of their lives. Let not the brute an 
longer run away with the man, leſt 
© ſomething more dreadful ſhould run 
« away with the brute.” 3 

If this advice is refuſed, as Alexan- 
der ſaid of the Perſian effeminate army, 
there are many enemies, but few ſaldiers; 
ſo ſay I, of this Paphian iſle, there are 
4 multitude of 2 but a ſmall rem- 
nant of men. As the face of the globe 

as deformed by the flood, ſo nature's 
original plan of due proportion is broken 
by the deluge of iniquity. By large 
and frequent emigrations of our ſenſu- 
aliſts, and other deſerters from humani- 
ty, mankind 1s thinned, and the brute 
creation overſtocked. Now it is agreed, 
that of all brutes the moſt brutal is the 


volunteer in brutality ; the brute ſelf- 


made; the brute not from the decree, 
but abuſe of nature; the frange brute- 
affrighting brute, with the ſtature, veſ- 
ture, voice, and face of man; the brute 
myſterious, irrationally rational, and 


(with horror let me ſpeak it) deplorably 


immortal. 

This is the picture. Knoweſt thou 
not of whom? Though drawn by no 
maſter-hand, the likeneſs will be con- 
ſeſſed by all, but by thoſe alone, who prove 
it to be like. To ſpoil the picture, they 
muſt mend their lives; and diſcipline 
their. own hearts to. he revenged on me. 
AllT write is waſte paper, if they become 
men. Till then, all their cenſures re- 
coil on themſelves, and by falſely con- 


demning, make the likeneſs more juſt. 


Does the Centaur ſtill found too harſh 
in their,cars? I will ſo far indulge them, 


as to change it for Slave; and inſtead of 


making free with their hides, only rat- 


_- tle their chains, For chains they wear, 


by of bondage, triumph in infamy, an 
Adam unnamed. That defect Adam's 


pulling, infamous chains! Till ſtub- i 
rn, and wild will, is broken by Grace 
and Reaſon, no man is free; but mad) 
prefers the heavy burthens of his- luft, 
and the ſcourges of conſcience; to te 
glorious liberty of the ſons of God. 
And is it poſſible that pride ſhould be 
the growth of ſlavery? They are proud 
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imagine that in their high flights a 
folly, and riot unreſtrained; chere 
ſomething great. No man is grrat, til 
he ſees that every thing in this world i; 
little. And of all that is little, that 200 9 
are the leaſt, Would they know w 
is greatneſs? Great is he, and he alone, 
who makes the whole creation, and it's 
amazing Cauſe, the circumference, and * 
his own true intereſt, the centre; of hi: 
thoughts. Who has ſtrength and ſtc:. 8 
dineſs, to weigh in perpetual and-equi! 3 
balance, right and wrong, body and 
ſoul, time and eternity, nature and God) 
and ſo weighing, to diſdain any we 
anxious thought, for leſs than the great. 
eft good his hmited nature admits, ant 
his all- powerful God has promiſed b 
beſtow. That God, whoſe are the pil. 
larsof the earth, and who has ſet the auori 
upon them. Who in bis wrath thun, 
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not exceed. Tf this is wanting, vain a: 
all other pretenſions to greatneſs, whe. 
therof King, Hero, or Philoſopher. And 8 
a Cæſar, a Marlborough, a Newton, 1 
Bolingbroke, a Fidler, Tumbler, and 
Scaramouch, may be thrown together 
into one promiſcuous heap of equal im 
otence for attaining true greatneſs. 
he performance, indeed, of each of thel: Wee 
candidates for glory, the multitude m 
admire; but the performer, at the ſam Ws 
time, will be condemned by the wiſe, 2 
little minded and mean; nay, as a ve!) i 
Fool, in the language of Scripture ; tha 
is, in the judgment of God. 7 
You ſee, therefore, to what titles % 
renown our fine men, on the ſtricteſt e. 
quiry; may put in a juſt pretence. Fo 
lave1 Centaur — The laſt is the neu. 
eſt, and (which would be well for then 
may be the leaſt underſtood; but % 
them chuſe which they pleaſe. W. 
it referred to me, their antichriſtian go 


ſhous : 4 ; 


out of heaven, and his adverſuries u A 
broken to pieces. 4 
In this, Sir, in giving our ſuprem: 1 
good, our 4 effort and concert, 
in ſpight of all temptation, lies the great. $ 
neſs of man. Well may it lie in a pri- 
dence, ſuch a prudence, as angels cn- 
1 
of 


= 11d be quite aggrandized, and ſhine, 
= e triple- crow ned with 
three. 


To that tremendous Power, which 
is truly great, and good; in whole 
= our is all light, life, hope, peace, joy, 
4 ſalvation; be thanks, praiſe, and 
minion over the Rebel, Fool, Slave, 
4 Centaur, in our hearts. And may 
rr hearts, thus exorciſed, have a lively 
= ins of the God inviſible; and, pant- 
7B or the rivers of true pleaſure at his 
ht hand, abhor the % in wogue ; 
xd in faith unſhaken, and virtue un- 
igned, be confirmed for evermore: 
r longer (to the reproach eternal] of 
preſent age) let our fins, as well as 
r ſituation, proclaim us to be 


Toto diviſes orbe Britanncs, VII S. 


Zut, to damp my riſing hope, I know 
ot if another diſtinction of Britons from 
e. greateſt part of mankind, may not 
| TO the glorious indeed, but fatal, 
Muſe of this moſt ignominious effect. 
eis the great Glory of God to draw 
Food out of evil. To draw evil out of 
nod is the great infamy of man. 
l ſuſpect, that an inſolent pride in Bri- 
7 liberty, in ſome meaſure, inſpires 
is licence of thought, and extrava- 
ance of opinion; which as extravagant 
practice for ever follows: if ſo, Vice, 
g nd Infidelity, are as much our national 
itempers, as the Scurvy, or the Spleen. 
hougb diſcretion much befriends hap- 
dinels, happineſs is no friend to diſcre- 
on. Great bleſſings intoxicate. Li- 
erty, fraught with bleſſings as it is, 
ben znabuſed, has, perhaps, been abuſ- 
s our deſtruction. And as Briti/h 
alt, ſublimated into the moſt perni- 
. ous Liquor, now fo much in uſe, fo 
1 2 Liberty, carried into Licentioul- 
* deſs, has poiſoned and brutaliſed the 
P75 State. By too much exalting 
WWW ur Spirits, it corrupts our Manners; 
i a that Glory of our conſtitution is the 
grace of our lives. Purely to prove 
' bemſelves free men, ſome turn Infi- 
lels. Hanging themſelves would be as 
20d, and, to the public, a lets per- 
cious, proof, Such men ſhould per- 
orm a long quarantine ere admitted to 
1 the embrace even of a brother. Heaven 
Wprelerve thee, my friend; from the free- 
om, and wiſdom, and happineſs, now 
n vogue. He is molt free who is hound 
J the laws; he is moſt wile who owns 


* 
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himſelf weak; he is moſt happy who 
abridges his Pleaſures; and he is moſt 
magnanimous, O ye bold, intrepid, 
Heaven-detying Britons! who fears his 
God. 

He, indeed, is the moſt magnani- 
mous, for by that fear he is fortified 
againſt all other. And he is by far the 
molt happy; for the divine favour, the 
light of God's countenance is the Sun 
ot the human ſoul, whence all it's vege- 
tation of real felicity; and though the 
world, (which from Him receives all 
it's feeble rays) may greatly ſhine in 
our eyes, yet, as wiſely may we expect 
vigorous and vivifying heat from the 
Moon, as any /olid ſatisfaction from It. 

But juſt one word to the Buly, Am- 
bitious, Learned, and Gay. Vice and 
Virtue excepted, no man on earth can 
fay, what is Good or Ill, in as great a 
tumult and uproar as your paſſions are, 
O ye Buſy! and Ambitious ! about every 
thing ele; and to love, and labour at, 
what God commands, and to delire, 
and hope, what he promiſes, is the ſin- 
gle great leflon, O ye Learned! and the 
ſingle true pleaſure, O ye Gay! of hu- 
man life, 

And now, my Friend, farewel. I 
meiſt truſt myſelf no longer with the 
Pen; for while I think there is à poſſi- 
bility, that, touched by ſome hap ;y 
ſtroke, but one fellow mortal may be 
raiſed from a periſhing man of the earth, 
to a bleſſed Immortal, my buiy mind 

rpetually ſuggeſts new hints, and my 
E knows not how to refrain from 
purſuing them. The volume grows 
upon my hands, till it's very bulk would 
defeat it's end, New rays of thought 
dart in upon me, which, like croſs lights, 
confound and perplex each other. 
Something of this you may have per- 
ceived already, Struck with the im- 
portance of the ſubject,” I have been 
charmed as on enchanted ground; 
and whenever I was about to leave it, 
ſome new path has brought me back to 
near the fame pomts again. Even 
Centaurs hade been human, and I feel 
the ſtrong tie of humanity, when going 
to bid them a laſt, an everlaſting Fare- 
wel. Like one about to leave unhappy 
friends in the midſt of a deſtruction, 
which yet, by timely care, they might 
eſcape, ſtill, at the moment of departure, 
ſome new caution occurs to me, ſome 
new exhortation, ſomething unſaid, or 
not ſo well ſaid, as it mn ght have h en. 
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But now, the Adieu muſt be final. 
With only this additional, and fil 
more urgent, and to them ſurprizing, 
motive for Reformation, viz. My al- 
ſuring them, that what I have hitherto, 


through tenderneſs, allowed to paſs for 
Fable, is actual Fact. That the Cen- 
taur is mdeed not Fabulous. That a 


man without Religion is really a Beaſt ; 
and ſuch is he pronounced in Scripture, 
where it is ſaid that * He alſo is Fleſh; 
that is, is a Brute! And, (what ſhould 
ſtrike them not a little) this is aſſigned 
as the reaſon for ſweeping away our de- 
generate race by the Flood. A Brute, 
in truth, he is, with this only difference, 
that his ſuperior underſtanding gives 
him- more venom than the moſt enve- 
nomed of Serpents; and enables him to 
do more fatal ,miſchief to himſelf and 
others, than without the curſe of Rea- 


fon, of abuſed reaſon, could poſſibly be 


done. So far therefore is it from Satire, 
that kind Admonition is all, which the 
word Centaur implies. And as in 
ſome words there was once imagined to 


POSTSCRIPT. 


Received your obicJions, and thank 

yon for them. I believe every judi- 
cious reader wall make the ſame. All I 
can ſay, for mitigation of their ſentence, 
is, that they who take on them to read 
Lectures in this laughing age, if they 
wiſh an audience but moderately large, 
mult have weight enough to make 1m- 
preſſion on the ſerious; aud levity enough 
to catch thoſe wanton ears, which, unleſs 


_ tickled by that feather, would continue 


ſhut as cloſe, as their filly hearts are to 
virtue, though an Ange] ſhould take the 
chair. ! 

I know you are ſo kindly concerned 
for your Friend's Reputation, that the 
mixture of Levity with Solemnity, in 
theſe Letters, makes you apprehenſive of 
it's expoling the Writer to cenſure or ridi- 


cule. + Yet, how is it poſſible to write on 


ſo dreadfully mixed a ſuhjject, as the ways 
of man, without being agitated 5 the 


moſt contradictory emotions? His follies 


fantaſtically wrong, ſo ludicrouſly abſurd: 
his capacities for Virtue and Happineſs, 
60 noble: his Vices ſo ſhocking i their 


. Gen. vi. 


+ Lord Bolingbroke, 


reſide a cover over Den 
themſelves, that opinion might iti 5 


vail, if the deſign of theſe letters, to ty \ 
wiſh of all honeſt men; could ſucceed, 
and the foul Nature of the Centaur E 
caſt out by the Name. If this ſhou 
be the fortunate event, theſe pag: 
would live in the lives of thoſe they (8 
reclaim. And if ſo, O Bolingbroke 
and yon, his applauding Idolizer 
what to hit is that vain Immortala 
which the meaneſt writers wiſh, an "ol 
which the nobleſt can ſcarce attain! 
Praiſe is an error, where Pardon is 9 


dulgence ; and pardon is indulgence u 
the brighteſt * milapplied:”” The 1 
rather provoke, than pleaſe, the worthy” 
mind, by laying it under the diſagr. 
able neceſſity, and claſhing diſpoſition; 
of admiring the Writer, and dia“ 
proving the Man. Which, in for® 
ort, is like admiring Nero for his Fid.® 
dle, when, through his own frenzy, u 
glorious Capital was in flames. i am, 
my dear Friend, truly yours, ; N 
Nov. 29, 1754+ 


conſequence ſo deplorable.— So earnefſ 
deſirous I am of waking him from tl 
dream, in which he nods upon the brim 
of eternal ruin, that if nothing can do 
but my own diſgrace, my own be 
(as perhaps he will think it,) I rejoice 
fall ſo low. If he will but laugh 8 
me, at himſelf, he is freely welcome v8 
laugh at me, as much as he ſees caul: 
It is not his applauſe, but his Welfare 
that is ſought. Amendment is the point vl 
view. That point unpropoſed, (and cou 
the + Viſcount propoſe it?) all Cenſus 
mere, Malice, and mere Impertinence 
all Harangue; and entitles a Tully, a 6 
lingbroke, and a Parrot, to juſt the ſam 
2 of our eſteem, and applaut f 
ould you, my Friend, judge arig- 
of men? Aſk not what they have do 
but 20hy; or their characters will be fu 
in the dark,—Rutl fear I am ſetting you 
judgment of men too right for my ol 
Intereſt; I muſt leaye it under the pow! 
of ſome Partiality, for the ſake of you'll 
humble Servant, | 1 
Pardon one word more. f Centaur 


Wr. 


W 
# 


4 From kee, Stimulare, 


0 


Greek extraction, and ſignifies Stimu- 
Sion. May it here prove (as intended 

WS pur to Virtue; and, moſt, in myſelf. 
anding in awe of my own pen, may I 
Se the Counſel I give: thus only can 
be ſure of doing any Good; thus only 
1 boldly fay, without the Reader's 


ee, that I have not writ in vain. Is 


c chis a new Expedient for writing to 
ire little Purpoſe; and an Expedient 
no ſmall Service to the Publick, if all 
writers would uſe the ſame? Their 


POSTSCRIPT, | 71 


\ 


. 


Numbers, then, would beleſs a Nuiſance 
and half the gation (bleſſed Change!) 
wonld aim atVirtue, as well as Fame, 


This, tos, m — be ſome ſort of — 2 


logy for thoſe eroes of the Pen, » 
dauntleſs at their own , with the 
Spirit of a Curtius, for the ſake of their 
dear Country, leap headlong into the 
Preſs, (too haſty Patriots!) and periſh 
there. 

Vincit amer patriæ, laudumgue immenſa a_ 


1886. 
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"+1 Soak 


